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It  is  the  purpose  of  this  h'ttle  book  to  cement  more  closely 
that  feeling  \\hich  should  exist  amon^  friends  and  relatives; 
to  add  joys  to  the  livioK  and  make  britrhter  the  memories  of 
our  lo\  ed  ones  who  have  passed  beyond  the  shadows.  It  is 
to  these  and  to  those  who  may  grace  the  future,  and  to  the 
uood  friends  of  our  tribe,  near  and  far,  that  this  volume  is 
dedicated. 

The  writer  entertains  a  hiirh  rejrard  for  those  who  bear  his 
name  or  relation  thereto,  and  should  this  family  tale  u'ive  to 
them  some  pleasure,  its  writing  will  have  not  been  in  \  ain. 
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LISTEN,  ()  SPEKOS!  * 

Listen,  0  Sporos,  and  we  shall  hear 

Of  days  of  care  and  the  days  of  cheer; 

Of  days  when  clouds  seem  to  crowd  the  liii:ht 

Towai'd  gloomy  realms  of  darkest  niii:ht; 

When  hope  hut  ;L>"ropes  along  the  way 

Till  stars  with  light  come  out  to  ])lay 

And  show  the  course  to  the  rosy  dawn 

Where  new  songs  l)egin  and  ch)uds  are  gone! 

Of  days  of  care  and  of  days  of  cheer, 
Ah!  this  is  the  tale  we  all  nmst  hear; 
The  hitter  and  sweet,  the  joy  and  ])ai7i 
Commingle  in  life,  sunshine  and  rain; 
They  grow  the  roses  and  thorns  as  well 
On  sunny  slo])es  and  in  shady  dell, 
And  spell  the  hope  and  the  cheer  and  gloom 
That  com])anion  all  to  tlu^  silent  tomh. 

We'll  not  discuss  the  dark  side  too  long. 
For  this  reunion  with  light  and  song 
Is  meant  to  drive  dull  cu-es  away, 
That  joy  may  grow  in  the  bloom  of  day. 
Tjisten,  O  Sjjeros!     'tis  ])etter  far 
To  live  in  light,  that  our  guiding  star 
May  beacon  us  on  in  Hope's  fon<l  way 
To  the  sweeter  realms  of  fairer  day! 


•This  namt',  like  many  othors,  is  spelled  in  various  ways,  "Sprarow"  is 
llic  form  wliicli  wa^usi'd  hy  our  Jumrs,  senior,  iliit  linie  lias  mule  i-lian;.'es 
in  many  lliin;;>  anil  a  numt)er  are  now  usin^' llie  sliurtir  foiin  of  "Spero." 
This,  however,  is  merely  optional. 
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'Tis  bottor  to  think  on  tlio  irood  in  lifo 
Than  to  dwell  on  \\w  pain  of  onward  sti'itV ; 
]\Iay  the  lii^lit  of  hn'e  i^K'ani  as  wo  run 
Wliile  Joy  is  a-pulsc  in  tlie  sliado  and  sun; 
May  beauties  wo  see  in  wood  and  stream 
And  ^lory-<!;huices  of  morning's  gh'am, 
Keep  us  attuned  with  the  ])ure  and  iiigli — 
The  full-grown  noon  and  air's  lullaby. 

That  we  may  truly  this  tale  relate, 
In  fancy  turn  to  the  Keystone  State, 
AVlu're  our  gi'andsire's  father  and  his  sire,  to-j, 
Live(l  at  the  time  when  freedom  was  new. 
And  the  fairest  tlush  of  Li])erty's  glar*^ 
AVas  ]jiercing  the  storm-cdouds  everywhere. 
Ijiston,  ()  Si)eros!     for  here  we'll  begin 
This  tribal  talo  which  we  lio|)e  will  win 
High  regard  for  our  ancestors'  ways 
'Mid  those  olden  Pennsylvania  days. 

Thus  it  was  in  the  fight  for  the  right 

Our  forefathers  ga\'e  honor  and   might; 

Ijike  all  true  men  our  glorious  sires 

IIel])(Ml   to  enliven   Liberty's  fires 

That   were   burning   and    s])roading   anew, 

All!     burning  the  xcry  liea\'ens  throuiih; 

.And  in  those  days  ol*  jiei'il  to  all 

'^Phe  Speros  were  found  ti'UM  to  the  call. 

Xiiw  tills  may  appeal"  of  self-praise  wrought 
But  please,  ()  Speros,  perish  the  thought; 
1^'or  though  we  may  not  with  lustre  shine 
As  iireat  a.s  some  in  historv's  line: 
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Yet  tliis  groat  truth  in  IIk*  scheme  of  Lite, 
That  only  a  tVw   k^ad   in  the  strife, 
May  lieljj  to  show  that  the  ureatest  thinj^s 
Are  not  always  the  l^hnc  of  truni])('tin^-s, 
But  ofttimes  tlie  cahn  and  ])eaceful   way 
Melodies  life  with  its  sweetest   lay! 

And  should  we  not  all  be  jjleased  to  know 
Of  the  lives  that  grew  ^niid  freedom's  glow; 
Not  alone  our  sires     but  all  whose  deeds 
l\ang  free  and  clear  for  our  country's  needs! 
Then  let  this  thought  oft  recur  to  you. 
That  the  good  in  life,  'tis  very  true, 
Began  to  bud  and  bloom  and  expand 
When  our  grandsires  made  their  final  stand 
In  freedom's  cause,  that  justice  and  right 
jMight  be  to  all  the  dawn  of  new  light. 

The  dawn  of  light  for  all  the  Speros 

Was  near  where  the  Susquehanna  Hows; 

x\t  the  eastern  end  of  the  Keystone  state 

Ah!  many  fond  tales  we  might  r«date 

Of  this  tribe  that  lived  in  work  and  song. 

Or  traversed  the  wooded  hills  ahuig 

And  pitched  their  tents  not  so  very  far 

Froin  where  Washington  crossed  the  Delaware. 

'Tis  joy  to  know  that  those  days  of  yore 
Are  filled  with  the  songs  of  tribal  lore; 
With  wild  romance  and  ])oetic  dream 
Those  ])ictures(|ue  days  will  ever  gleam 
And  give  to  this  tril)e  assembled  here 
A  feeling  mingled  with  gi-iet'  and  cheer. 
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Listen,  ()  Spcros,  i'or  we  shall  know 
That  these  channe(l  s])()ts  in  the  K)n^-  ago 
From  Lancaster  hills  to  (Jennantown 
Where   freedom   i!,re\v  and   s])road   its  renown; 
From  Rea(lin<^  to  Trenton  and  all  tlie  way 
Throniz;]!  vales  that  stretch  from  Delawai'e  bay; 
The  lakes,  the  wood  and  the  hills  aroni^.d 
That  served  as  hai)])y  huntini^  .i^ronnd; 
These  all  were  left  for  the  wild,  wierd  glow 
That  gleamed  fai'  beyond  the  Ohio. 

There  is  a  desire  in  some  tribes  born 

Xot  of  mere  ])assion  nor  ho}je  forlorn; 

I)nt  a  force  impelled  to  do  and  dare, 

To  earry  life's  battles  on  S(jmewhere 

In  the  far  away  on  wild  frontier 

Where  ho])e  is  strong  and  the  days  a]»|jear 

Bnilt  in  a  different  sort  of  way 

And  Xatnre  sings  forth  her  wildest  lay. 

Xow  f<*w  of  onr  early  tribesmen  strayed 

]>ut  most  in  Lancaster  county  stayed. 

And  in  peace  and  war,  it  may  seem  strange, 

Xot   one  crossed   o'er  the  mountain   range; 

Their 's  was  a  contented  sort  of  life 

( )n  those  fertile  lands  that  stretch  away 

From   Siis(iuehanna   toward   the   bay. 

The  one  chief  part  of  our  tale  we'll  state 

Is  dated  from  Eighteen  hundred  eight; 

'Twas  the  birth  of  one  and   'tis  (juite  clear 

PI(»  is  the  cause  of  our  being  here; 

And  should  we  desire  to  mention  names 

We'll  say,  ''lie's  lirst  of  the  House  of  .lames;'' 
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And  so  li('  was  first  to  break  away 

From  his  friends  and  kin  of  lj(jylioo(rs  day; 

First   to  ci'oss  the  Allc^iicny  crest 

That  his  stai*  of  hope  mi^ht  shine  in  the  wost. 

'Twas  in  Fjii;liteen  liundred  tliirty-two 

AVhen  lie  started  towai'd  the  western  blno 

'^i'o  seek  his  home  as  we  all  shonhl  know 

'Mid  Stark  County's  wihls  of  Ohio. 

Ijisten,  ()  Speros!  truly   'tis  good 

To  know  our  chieftain's  early  manhood; 

Of  times  when  he  and  liis  noble  wife 

Braved  the  hardships  of  frontier  life; 

To  grow  with  the  west  was  the  high  ])lan 

Of  dames  S])ero,  Senior,  our  tribe's  grand  man. 

All  honor  to  him,  for  he  had  lieen 
Schooled  in  work  by  our  ancestral  men; 
He  knew  the  virtues  of  useful  toil 
In  rural  ways  and  tilling  the  soil; 
His  ])lay  was  largely  the  joy  of  woi-jv 
And   no  obligation   di<l   he  shirk; 
Fair  were  his  duties  met  as  they  came — 
Praises  for  him,  the  best  of  our  name. 

Knit  in  our  love  there's  one  of  the  lot. 
The  wife  of  our  James,  who  should  ne'er  be 

forgot ; 
Her  self-sacrifice,  her  true,  noble  lil'e 
Were  as  hope  enriching  tlii'  onward  strife. 
Her  work  was  for  those  when  shades  of  da}" 
Just  lingered  along  in  sunshine's  way; 
When  grief  and  gloom  at  times  entercMl   in 
And  life's  fortunes  seeme(l  so  hard  to  win; 
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'Twns  then  licr  i^ood  was  tVlt  near  and  far — 
All!     ti'uly  she  was  the  ^iiidini;-  star. 
A\'<'  imist  rci'ci*  to  those  joys  anew 
On  that  trip  in  Kii^htccn  thirty-two; 
Tho'  wihl  were  the  hinds  tlicy  jonrncyod  alon*^, 
It  must  liavc  thiilh'd  with  beauty  and  soni;- 
And  the  worhl   'lis  sure  was  happily  drcst 
Fj-oin  tlic  lowlv  vale  to  the  hi^'hcst  crest: 
The  vine-clad  hills  and  the  streandet's  bank 
AViieiv  i;i-ew  lush  thickets  dense  and  raidv 
In  truth  were  a  niovini;'  |)icture  show 
For  nature  uleaTuecl  in  her  wildest  i;.lo\v. 

'Tis  in  fancy's  dn»ams  tliat  o'ei*  us  steal 
A\'lien  wild,  wiei'd  scenes  make  their  sti'onu: 

appeal 
And  to  those  whose  souls  are  over  new 
They  ai*e  lik(»  the  sight  of  some  stran<»;e  view 
That  lifts  and  hohls  us  in  a  sj)ell, 
AVe  scarce  know  how,  we  cannot  tell; 
l)Ut   it  seems  a  ^l;"1oi\v  swecpin^i;'  o'er 
That   n'ilds  with    liu'lit   the  distant   shoi-e. 

Xow,  the  Innise  of  James,  we  all  will  find, 

Is  blot  with  many  of  every  kind; 

And   away   back   in   that   loni;-  aiio 

]->efore  starting'  foi'  the  Ohio, 

We've  heai"d  it  sai<l  and   we  uuess  it's  true — 

"The  Spero   tribe  had   increased    by   two;" 

And  of  these  two,  as  everyone  knows, 

Thei-e  i!-i'ew   in   life's  i)loom  oui*  sweetest   Ivose; 

lint   time  was  kind  and  as  it  spec!  on 

I'lie  tribe  was  (-nriched  b\'  its  lii-st  John: 
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And  there  was  a  work!  of  joy  tliat  <»rew 
When  life  was  hallowed  by  those  bahcs  two; 
For  Avheii  our  joys  are  shared  with  more 
Life  seems  sweeter  than  it  was  before, 
And  this  was  true  with  the  House  of  James 
AVlien  Jiose  and  John  were  its  adch^l  names. 

But  the  House  of  James  increased  right  on 
Jn  our  tribe's  new  home  near  to  Canton; 
It  was  not  long  after  Sunnner's  noon 
Had  bid  farewell  to  the  fading  June 
And  lost  itself  in  those  Autunm  ways 
AVhicli  slowly  merge  into  Winter's  (hiys 
That  we  all  find  and  we  gladly  tell 
Of  the  aihled  joy  when  Sanmel 
jMade  for  this  tribe  just  one  more  score — 
'Twas  not  long  after  this  trip  was  o'er. 

And  it  seemed  there  coukl  be  no  long  stops — 

We  mean,  of  course,  to  growing  of  crops — 

But  as  we've  spoken  of  Rosannah 

We'll  now  introduce  fair  Susannah. 

Two  boys  and  two  girls  there  were  to  claim 

An  equal  right  in  our  tribal  name; 

And  a  good  strong  four  they  ])roved  to  ])e 

In  the  after  years,  as  we  shall  see. 

William  was  next  the  name  to  ])rolong 

And  he  must  have  come  on  wings  of  song; 

For  don't  you  know  it  was  sweet  and  choice 

To  hear  his  fine,  melodious  voict' 

AVhen  he  had  grown  into  manhood's  glow. 

Just  good  *' Uncle  William,"  don't  you  know? 

But  we  nnist  ])ass  on  with  giving  names 
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To  the  sixth,  who  was  our  second  James; 
Ho  must  liavo  boon  lively  when  lie  he^aii 
For  he  <;Tew  to  be  a  powerful  man. 
l^isten,  ()  Speros!     ])anish  all  lirudi^e 
For  the  next  lueans  "a  divine  judi;-e!'' 
Truly  we've  heard  it  often  and  W(»ll, 
We  must  lionize  him,  our  Daniel. 
And  e're  this  iiladsome  task  is  closed  no 
We  mention  must  <^ive  of  our  Jacob; 
'Bout  him  'tis  said,  you've  heard  it,  maybe, 
**Ah,  Jake,  he  never  was  a  hahy!" 

But  now  we  come  to  one  of  some  class 
And  'twould  be  unjust  to  let  him  pass 
Unnoticed  in  this  good  list  of  naines, 
An  honored  one  in  the  house  (^f  James. 
Wisdom  and  ])eace  seemed  ever,  anon, 
To  i^iow  in  the  name  of  Solomon; 
And  a  i;ood  nu\n  is  our  "Sol"  today — 
Three  cheers  to  him  in  the  Sjiero  way! 

Soon  the  tribe  with  new  joy  was  awhirl 

As  th(»  next  was  a  sweet  dimpled  uirl; 

Xo  doul)t  she  was  airy  ;ind  fairy, 

( )ne  thini^'  is  sure,  they  named  hei'  "MaiT;" 

'Tis  she  who  (lid  that  wonderful  stunt 

Of  brini^^iui;  to  us  ^ood  Henry  Hunt. 

May  her  ulory  i^i'inv  as  time  glides  alonu" — 

Mary,  ()  Mary,  to  us  you  beloniil 

']\Iid  sylvan  hills  and  near  sti'eamlets,  too, 
When  ()hio  was  vn-dant  and  new 
In  \iu()r  and   (lush   of  youth   there  stood 
The  early  lloWfi's  of  our  triballiood. 
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In  work  and  song,  in  worship  and  play, 
Close  to  the  soul  of  natuiH.'  lix'ed  they; 
Knowledge  was  theirs  of  the  purling  streams 
That  were  touehed  by  sniih-s  of  inyria<l  gleams; 
The  rose-bowered  banks  in  the  dei^ths  of  wood 
And  pathways  that  led  to  solitude; 
Jn  unclouded  noon,  'neath  full-grown  moon 
riiey  caught   the  bliss  of  nature's  boon; 
Fwas  like  a  glad,  new  swinging  world 
With  a  thousand   joy-flags  all   unfurled 
Just  set  apart  for  youth's  fond  ])lay 
For  heaven  se(^me(l  not  so  fai*  away. 
\o  wonder,  then,  they  grew  so  high 
As  Nature's  love  was  the  mystic  tic 

We  will  all  agree  this  noble  start 

Somehow  touches  directly  on  our  h^art 

As  those  times  seem  to  mergi^  in  our  own 

Tjike  glories glanc'd  down  from  tludng'i  throne. 

We've  heard  our  own  sires  sjjeak  of  tlios<*  days 

So  often  tlit'y  still  come  to  our  ways 

And  make  us  feel  we  might  have  livinl  tlien 

With  those  substantial  women  and.  men 

Wliose  stay  in  ()hi()  lasted  o'er 

A  time  of  about  twelv<'  years  ov  more. 

Yet  our  memory  will  be  sei'ved  qnite  well. 
To  note  what  history's  ])ages  tell 
Of  those  days  when  the  I'ed,  wliite  and  blue 
Waved  for  "Tippecanoe  and  Ty'ei-  too." 
This  was  in  Eighteen-  forty  they  won 
AVith  our  grandsire's  vote  for  llni'rison 
The  first;  liei'o  of  battles  was  lie. 
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But  a  sliort  time   Pi'esidciit   to  Itc. 

lOvcn  our  first  .Inlm,  lli.-n  nine  vt-ars  old, 

liciticinbcriMl  scciiii;'  iliis  warrloi*  hoM, 

Wlicii  lie  and  his  I'atlfr  went  lo  town — 

I^ut  tliciv  was  no  "IiounMawi^^  kicked  ai-oiin\" 

'Twas  a  different  sort  of  ])olitic*s  IIk'H 

Back  when  our  fathers  were  "litth'  men/* 

l^ut  these  litth*  ones  wei'c  growinic  to  nieu 

AVith  the  .ur<'at  lii^lits  of  history  then; 

For  in  Kiuhteen  hundred  forty-three 

Was  the  birth  of  William  ]\lcd\inley; 

F()llowin,i<  this  not  so  very  fai- 

Came  the  time  of  tlio  Mexican  wai'. 

And  then  it  was  that  triljal  unrest 

Took  tho  Plouse  of  James  farther  w<'st; 

Then  it  was  from  tlio  desire  to  know 

Of  the  wilds  beyond  the  Oliio. 

That  James  faced  ai;aiu  the  western  sun — 

( )f  this  we  can  say,  ''  'Twas  a  thini^  well  done/' 

We've  read  of  bold  cliffs  of  IVieUVenue, 
( )f  how  the  chase  with  excitement  i;rew ; 
The  hundred  doi;s  that  bayed  {\i'('\)  and  strong', 
The  many  steeds  which  clattered  alou'^'; 
The  l)ark  and  wlioo])  and  the  wild  halloo, 
And  the  i;reat  unrest  that  Scotland  knew; 
Of  all  the  l)eauties  in  L-ret'ii  and  i^ray 
That  di'est  her  hills  in  their  wild  arr«iy; 
i-5ut  these  \o  us  ai'e  of  no  avail 
When   co]n])ai(Ml   to   that    pioneer  trail 
A\'hich  le<l  the  way  from  Sus<|Uehaniia 
To  wooded  L^reen  of  Indiana. 
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'Twas  (juitc'  a  tri])  from  the  KrvsloiU'  stato 

Wliure  wo  tliis  talc*  coiniiicneed  to  relate 

And  wlierc  this  tribal  hand  of  jnst  four 

Had  soon  increased  to  many  more 

E^re  they  reached  tlie  land  in  Forty-five 

AVhen  Indians  "ate  'em  up  alive!" 

These  were  wild  times  in  the  Hoosier  state* 

And  (),  ye  .i»:ods!  what  a  fearful  fate 

If  for  causes  to  us  quit(*  unknown 

One  chanced  to  be  witli  those  Indians  tlirown. 

Listen,  0  Speros!     'Twas  worse  than  war 
To  risk  one's  life  in  those  wilds  afar 
AVhen  animals  fierce  were  howling  about 
And  Ked  Skins  jjlannini^-  to  Inii'n  one  out. 
Can  you  think  of  times  wil(h*r  than  these? 
If  so  they  would  only  our  fancy  tease 
For  our  state  lias  evolved  from  that  tiine 
Into  a  land  not  far  from  sublime! 

But  our  peaceful  tribe  labored  the  same 

As  they  had  in  Ohio  whence  they  came; 

And  wealth  amassed  in  the  (*ai'ly  days 

AVas  s])ent  down   Moni;-  Dekalb  County's  ways. 

A  ])lace  it  was  amid  the  wild  wood 

And  the  great  silence  of  solitude 

Exce])t,  i)erchance  this  eaily  day  strife 

^lay  have  been  HvcucmI   l)y  Indian   life; 

We've*  heard  of  no  scalps  raised  in  thc^se  days 

Just  for  the  sake  of  pastime  ]>lays. 

Now  a  most  unfortunate  thing  thei't*  came, 
Simply  injustice  working  its  game, 
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Vov  our  James  round  licM  ])('rn  Ix'traycil 

Tlirounii  ac'lious  of  low  disliouor  made 

J>v  one  who  in  goodly  iVicudship's  uauK* 

IVr])C'tratod  Ids  deceitful  j^;!!!!!!'. 

'Twas  simply  a  swindle  and  a  steal 

And  ^-uess  that's  the  way  we  all  do  feel 

For  thouiili  in  name  this  man  may  stand  liii»;li 

This  act  none  the  h^ss  cloude(l  our  sky 

As  it  was  throu,i;h  him  the  farm  v,as  lost — 

AVinter's  lani^ua«4-e  would  term  it  a  frost. 

'Twas  the  kind  of  Jolt  we  sometimes  think 

That  ])uts  th(^  hest  of  us  cm  the  ])link; 

And  tliou.i;h  it  was  a  mii;"hty  l)a<l  knock' 

Our  unnnlsire  hravelv  survived  the  shock. 
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Still  James  ke))t  on  with  ])lan  and  design 
And  lio)>e  a^ain  cleave(l  tlie  uppei*  line; 
He  started  once  more,  not  far  to  r(^am 
County  of  I.aGranu'e   to  find    his   home, 
A  luune  witldn  the/'Forks  of  the  ('r--ek/' 
In  Sprin,i;lield  here  did  he  truly  seek. 
In  Ap])lemanl)ur.u-  lived  he  awhile 
Much  in  the  ^t;lad  ways  of  country  style; 
But   'mid  all  the  joys  hloomini;-  al)out 
{Soon  our  trihe's  hope  was  nearly  cruslied  out, 
For  death  claime(l  the  wife  and  mother  there 
And  left  that  home  its  first  "vacant  chair." 
]\lanv  iiood  mothers  lia\'e  i;one  awav, 
Death  somehow  comes  to  sadden  the  way, 
l-5ut  let  us  to  them  this  trihute  hi'iui;- 
A  sort  of  Mother's  Dav  offeriun*: — 
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Here's  a  carnation  to  yon,  my  IViciid, 

Only  a  little  llowcr; 
But  O,  may  it  be  to  you,  my  friend, 

An  emblem  of  Love's  bright  hour! 

Here's  a  carnation  to  you,  my  friend, 

Fairest  of  llowers  amon.i^- 
Those  that  are  bloomini;-  for  all,  my  friend. 

In  worlds  of  roses  and  soniil 

Here's  a  carnation  to  you,  my  friend. 

And  just  a  little  prayer 
That  0!  may  you  ever  be  the  friend 

Of  the  ]\Iothers  everywhei-cl 

Such  are  the  vicissitud(^s  of  life 

That  kink  and  smooth  this  woik-a-day  strife; 

Joy  often  follows  the  dee])est  i^hiom, 

AVelconie  it  then,  oh,  give  it  much  I'ooju 

For  the  pleasures  of  ho])e,  don't  you  know, 

Make  on  this  earth  a  heaven  below. 

Good  doctrine  this  our  Chief  well  found, 

As  Cupid  soon  was  dancing-  aronnd. 

And  then  Mother  Two  fell  into  line — 

Of  James  we  say,  "lie  truly  did  fine;" 

For  goodness  again  gave  of  its  joys 

To  the  sad  home  of  those  girls  and  boys; 

Little  ones  needing  a  mother's  care, 

So  good  Mannna  Two  came  then  to  shai'e 

And  give  to  them  that  insi)iring  bliss 

That  comes  of  a  motlier's  word  and  kiss. 

Thus  came  the  dawn  of  a  brighter  life 

As  growing  days  were  with  new  hope  rife, 
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And  soon  tliuse  two  in  lovo's  fond  Jnno 
AVcrc  cnjoyini;'  life  in  their  I'ull  luxtn 
Xortli  ol'  tlio  villni;('  a  mile  or  so 
Wlieiv  they  li\'ed  until  twilight's  i^-hnv 
Came  to  them  as  the  eahn  niiiht  sha(h'S  ci'ee]> 
And  kisS(Ml  tliem  (h)\\n  into  <lr''amh*ss  sh'ep. 

For  thirty  0(hl  years  oi*  more  li\'e(l  they 
Ki<;'ht  ont  here  ah)n^-  the  Sjjringfiehl  way 
(Ml  two  hnndred  acres  and  forty  more 
AVhere  a  i;ood  name  tliis  S])ero  home  ])oro. 
Hospitality  reiu;ned  tliere  within, 
A  sort  of  goo(hiess  that  i;r<-'W  to  win; 
'Twas  a  case  oi'  tlie  hiteh-strinn'  hanuim:'  out 
To  friend  or  strani;"r  .^'oini!,'  altout; 
Or  a  phice  where  the  wi(h'  opt-n  (h)or 
AVas  a  syml)ol  of  h)ve  all  the  more. 

The  world  rolls  'lon^ti;  at  a  merry  ]>ac(% 
And  somehow  it  has  to,  else  the  race 
^li,i»ht  i^o  backwards  and  that  we  all  know 
Would   produce  l)ankrui)tcy  here  helow. 
To  increas<'  is  a  cardinal  law 
And  in  it  we  cannot  lind  a  Haw; 
Ti'ue,  we  are  all  ulad  to  see  rinlit  ln'i'e 
So  many  Speros  this  world  to  cheer. 

The  fifties  and  sixties  somewhere  between, 
Family  numbiu*  two  a])peared  u]>on  the  scene; 
Three  th<*re  were,  but  one  favoreil  to  live. 
And  of  her  s])ecial  mention  we  i;ive; 
Maybe  it  is  the  law  of  the  Sun, 
Anvwa\'  we  fax'or  iIm'   \»>unL;('>t   out*; 
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It  seonis  the  fairest  and  sweetest  flower 

IMucked  from  the  richness  of  Suininer's  l)ower; 

Her  babyhood   then  we  tenderly  see 

As  just  a  rare  l)it  of  purity; 

A  sort  of  <3a*ace  in  love's  liappy  play 

That  smiles  at  the  morn  oi-  earesses  the  day. 

Ah!     she  was  like  the  .i;leam  of  the  sun 

This  sweet  little  i^'irl,  the  youni;-est  one; 

And  had  they  named  her  fair  Leonore, 

AVe'ro  sure  we  could  have  loved  her  no  moii*; 

Oh,  not  even  the  g'olden  Aurelia 

Is  as  dear  to  us  as  our  Amelia! 

There  are  memories  sw(n't  in  love  and  soim-. 
They  oft  lin^ii;-er  and  carry  us  nlowj; 
Back  over  those  fields  in  the  lon«>-  ai^o 
That  bloomed  between  the  Buru"  and  ^fomro. 
Of  course  in  fancv  we  see  them  now. 
But,  0  Speros!     don't  you  feel  somehow 
The  tear  droits  start,  for  as  boys  and  uirls 
Those  loved  s])ots  wei'(^  like  a  dozen  woihls 
That  grew  their  joys  to  a  biiiuci-  one 
Like  morning  smiles  that  grow  with  the  sun. 

Love  and   romance  asserted   themselves 
But  not  exactly  as  dancing  elves; 
And  it  may  be  best  to  have  this  tale 
liefer  to  them  as  the  "Honey-moon  Trail." 
Those  ways  were  teeming  with  romance  tlien 
And  Cupid  likecl  oui*  women  and  men 
As  all  res])onded  to  him  (|uit<'  well — 
They  could  not  l)reak  away  from  his  sj)ell. 
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AVc'iv  not  obligcMJ  to  road  old  Cowper 

To  find  why  Kosc  <;ot  Aslnirv  Helper; 

.John  must  lia\'e  pulsed  with  ecstatic  bliss 

When  he  clasped  to  his  breast  Louisa  Curtis; 

llow  keen  indeed  di«l  Samuel  feel 

When  he  captured  bri«;iit  ]\Iiss  Frances  Deal; 

AVe  doubt  that  Susan  sought  a  Fifer, 

We're  sure  she  got  an  Amos  Xit'er; 

William  made  for  the  tribe  its  great  gain 

For  his  ''Helper"  was  good-hearted  Jane; 

And  James  must  have  felt  like  a  great  King 

AVhen  he  to  the  tribe  fair  Jennie  did  biing 

Daniel's  love  somehow  ran  to  a  man, 

That  is,  to  Barbara  Eshelman; 

If  sung  to  Jake  ''I'd  Like  to  Steal  Ya," 

It  nuist  have  been  by  his  ]\larcelia; 

For  Mary  it  seemed  a  hunting  play 

When  Henry  Hunt  crost  love's  runway; 

If  Solomon's  heart  beat  high  in  rage 

It  must  ha\'e  been  calmed  by  Ly«lia  Gage; 

Listen,  0  Speros!     don't  be  in  a  hurry, 

This  case  we'll  submit  to  Amelia's  Jorayl 

Among  these  names  that  brightly  shine 

We  find  Anna  ^laybee  fell  into  line; 

It  seems  she  gave  u})  the  S}»er()  name 

AVhen  good  "Willie"  Hawk  entered  the  game. 

Special  mention  we  give  to  each  man, 

John  and   William  and  Jacob  an<l   Dan; 

For  when  our  country  sutTerecl  its  woe 

They   gallantly   I'esponded,  you    know. 

And  risk'd  their  joys,  their  health  and  their  life 
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At  a  linic  when  war's  iinlioly  strife 
Was  spreadiui;"  and  rit'tini;-  the  very  air 
And  tlireatrnini^-  dissension  everywlK'r*  . 

AVt'Ml  return  attain  to  the  list  of  names 

In  the  ever  increasing  house  of  James 

For  there  seemed  to  be  so  many  more 

AVe  are  forced  to  say  "S})eros  .icah)r«'." 

We  think   that  some  haxc  worked   overti]»\e — 

(jthid  they  did,  for  it  helps  'lon<r  the  rhyme; 

The  more  we  have,  more  truly  we  say, 

*'  'Twas  a  grand  Spero  Keunion  day." 

Of  cousins  we  know  not  how  many  there  ar(\ 
But  doubtless  each  one  shines  like  a  star. 
Some  of  their  names  are  nohle  and  great; 
Fit  for  the  l)est,  we  are  glad  to  state. 
There's  John  Alanson,  and  then  Wesley, 
Our  Charles  Fremont  and  James  Henry; 
Charles  of  Dan,  two  Alberts  nobly  l)right, 
^lorton  and  Nelson  we  see  in  the  light; 
Fred  the  great,  and  Franks  and  Wills  we  know, 
And  a  couple  by  the  name  of  Joe; 
A  George,  a  Lloyd  an<l  an  Alfred,  too. 
Ah!  don't  they  sound  mighty  good  to  you? 
Ijike  the  day  grown  fair,  the  night  less  dim 
Is  our  Uncle  William's  *'J^ucky  Jim." 
Grant  and  Colfax  we'll  enter  right  heic 
With  hai)py  Xed  and  Ernest  sincere; 
And  then  one  more  that  we  know  will  win, 
One  of  the  youngest — just  ixnoi]  I\*oHin. 

Some  of  these  have  travehnl  far  and  wid.c, 
X(U*th  to  s(uith,  from  east  to  western  tide: 
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Beyond  rolliiii;-  ])laiiis  wliciv  wcstcin  ,i;l(nv 
Beams  on  clcnial   hnttleniciits  of  sno^:'; 
To  the  great  noitliwcst  and  on  and  on 
To  the  high  grcjwn  hills  of  Oi'egon; 
And  from  Colorado's  skylight  way 
They've  viewed  the  world  in  its  given  and  gj*ay. 
So  good  some  ha\e  been,  we  mnst  relatt-, 
They  ha\'e  seen,  at  least,  the  "golden  gate." 

Like  ])lossoms  in  May,  the  sweets  of  s}»rlng. 
The  girls  we  own  ninch  loveliness  hi'ing; 
They  till  the  cliarm  in  a  queenly  way 
And  do  it  so  well  we  scarce  can  say 
Knongh  in  ])raises  of  their  great  woi-tl:, 
'l^'he  best  of  our  tribe  on  this  big  cai-tli. 

The  name  of  ^lary  seems  to  agree 
So  very  well  they  gave  it  to  thi-ee; 
But  others  gi\'e  us  so  mnch  gladness — 
Ilattic,  Catherin(\  Ada,  Agiu*s; 
And  like  the  sweet  charms  of  an  operetta 
Are  ()r])ha,  Ella,  Maggit^  and  Alrctta; 
If  some  of  these  ever  grew  liamy, 
AVe're  sure  'twas  not  onr  beloved  Amy. 

We  recall  these  gii'ls  as  s])ii*its  of  sprinu*, 
Waked,  from  some  iimoccnt  slnmbci-ing; 
We  see  tiicm  llnshed  with  beauty  and  health 
And  the  many  charms  of  girlish  wealth; 
AVe  sec  them  as  tlh'V  learned  to  know 
The  first  sweet  touch  of  maiden's  glow; 
But  in  this  world  of  growing  years 
We  see  theiu  uow  throuiili  a  mist  of  teai's; 
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We  see  them  now  as  tliey'ie  growing  old 
AVitli  the  silver  threads  among  the  gold. 

Listen,  O  Speros!     these  names  mean  much, 

For  they  all  carry  the  Spcro  touch. 

The  name  has  hecn  takt-n  I'ar  and  near, 

And  we  trust  with  hope,  truth  and  good  cheer; 

It'  we  have  failed  to  maintain  the  good 

Started  by  our  early  tribalhood, 

Then  we  have  fallen  far  from  the  right 

And  this  earth  has  lost  much  of  its  light. 

Listen,  0  Speros!    have  yon  noted  with  care 
How  sweet  is  life's  joy,  its  love  everywhere; 
In  bloom  of  the  rose,  in  light  of  the  sun 
That  shifts  gray  mists  where  quick  shadows 

run ; 
Or  joys  that  attend  the  purling  stream 
In  lingering  shades  or  day's  fond  gleam; 
Or  the  rolling  hills  in  verdant  dress 
Where  brightly  smiles  God's  own   loveliness? 
These  are  Nature's  lessons  :o  all, 
Whether  in  gloom  or  in  jv\vs  groNvii  tall; 
Thev  show  us  the  wav  to  stan<l  ai'mht, 
The  only  way  to  the  dawn  of  light. 

With  all  the  beauties  Naturi'  can  t(dl 
I  mingle  my  love  in  fond  fare\v'ell. 

SCHUYLER  COLFAX  SPERO. 
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PART  II 

THE  MONGOQUINONG  LAND 

Now,  the  House  of  James  has  grown  so  much, 
To  many  'twould  seem  "It  beats  the  Dutch;" 
But  the  fact  the  name  is  known  so  well 
is  the  one  great  joy  the  records  tell 
For  in  them  worth  and  honor  are  found 
With  fraternity  and  goodness  bound. 

So  strongly  have  they  governed  the  past 
It  seems  they  have  grown  and  bloomed  at  last 
For  those  now  here  of  our  tribalhood 
Are  reflecting  some  joy,  some  real  good, 
Something  to  better  the  world  we  know 
And  improve  this  life  on  earth  below. 

To  prepare  the  way  for  better  things 

Is  the  best  of  goodly  offerings 

And  as  the  days  grow  into  years 

There's  much  of  the  past  to  all  appears; 

It  comes  like  the  sunlight  piercing  through 

The  clouds  that  have  leathered  since  the  tribe  was  new; 

Those  ways  of  the  ever  onward  strife 

Should  strengthen  somehow  our  present  life. 

The  House  of  James  is  like  some  great  tree 

Grown  into  beauty  and  quality, 

And  we  trust  'tis  good  form  to  declare 

That  our  tribal  name,  no  matter  where, 

Will  for  the  right  continue  to  stand, 

For  causes  which  are  noble  and  grand; 

Then  our  tribal  growth  will  greater  be 
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For  in  it  the  world  will  beauty  see 
And  rewards  we  hope  to  sometime  share 
Should  help  us  here,  they  will  help  us  there; 
Help  us  when  mists  and  clouds  hang  dark, 
Help  us  to  place  much  higher  our  mark; 
Help  us  in  purpose  in  all  those  ways 
That  bless  and  cheer  and  sweeten  the  days. 

Yes,  the  House  of  James  is  like  some  tree 
That  has  spread  its  branches  far  and  free. 
In  all  directions  the  name  is  known 
So  the  tribe  is  not  living  alone 
In  a  faraway  place  we  might  know 
As  the  silent  land  of  the  Navajo; 
Our  tribe  has  sought  to  different  be 
From  tribal  ways  in  lands  of  Zuni. 

Our  work  and  growth,  our  prayers  and  songs, 
Have  chiefly  been  with  Mongoquinongs. 
That  good  little  city  we  all  know 
Gladly  and  well  by  name  of  Mongo, 
Nestling  where  Pigeon  and  Turkey  agree 
To  flow  as  one  to  the  inland  sea, 
Carries  us  back  where  our  tribesmen  stood 
'Mid  the  forest  ways  of  solitude. 

Now,  with  the  Mongoquinongs  we  feel 
A  high  regard  for  the  tribe  of  Deal; 
And  e're  our  memories  'gin  to  fade 
We'll  live  in  joy  with  the  tribe  of  Wade; 
Though  shadows  lurk  and  darken  our  play 
Memories  of  Hall  make  bright  the  way; 
And  it's  like  adding  honor  and  bliss 
To  link  our  loves  with  those  of  Prentiss. 
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There's  pleasure  in  names  as  well  as  in  tones, 
Unusually  so  in  Smith  and  Jones; 
While  'nion^^  these  tribes  no  dodgers  we  find 
We're  pleased  to  know  of  the  Rogers  kind; 
Good  names  are  like  good  lessons  we  learn 
So  we  write  with  pride  that  of  Seaburn; 
But  of  all  the  ones  from  "Beer-sheba  to  Dan" 
There's  one  to  remember— Appleman. 
Spaulding  we  know,  the  medicine  chief, 
For  he  it  was  who  gave  us  relief 
When  chills  and  fevers  were  lurking  'round 
And  shook  so  hard  they  trembled  the  ground; 
And  then  our  memory  also  falls 
On  others  great,  the  tribe  of  Rawles; 
Another  one  do  we  give  with  cheer, 
Millis,  and  this  the  whole  tribe  holds  dear. 
Still  more  there  are  very  near  to  us, 
Ashley  and  Talmage,  Brown  and  Paulus; 
Huntsman  and  Sears  and  Wallace  also, 
Who  pitched  their  tents  not  far  from  Mongo. 
Along  Brushy  Prairie,  fair  and  bright, 
Dyer  and  Bclden  loom  in  the  light. 

Among  these  good  tribes  are  Hamilton, 

Wolheter  and  Carr  and  Sanderson; 

Newnam.  Phillips  and  Ryan  we  see 

Along  the  ways  of  the  used-to-be. 

Lewis  and  Butler,  Nichols  and  Knight, 

Perkins,  Bumpus,  all  stand  for  the  right; 

Bassett  and  Porter,  Custer  and  Booth, 

Make  for  us  all  triballioods  of  truth. 

Along  this  winding  and  scenic  way 

Where  green  hills  slope  toward  the  morn  of  day, 
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Clearly  we  see  and  with  joy  we  tell 
Of  Caton  and  Fuller,  Crowell  and  Ooodsell. 
This  happy  way  reveals  not  afar 
The  tribes  of  Gilbert,  Kingsley  and  Dunbar. 
Where  Pi<,^eon  and  Turkey  wind  as  one 
We  find  the  Hawks  and  the  Shepardson; 
Colwell  we  note  in  the  village  there 
With  Stead  and  Garlets,  Haskins  and  Fair. 
Kind  and  great  were  they  all  in  their  deeds 
The  Williams,  Darrows,  Filhnores  and  Reeds; 
Harper  and  Olmstead  and  many  more 
Well  may  be  given  in  tribal  lore. 

Some  hunting  grounds  support  the  "Bull  Moose'* 
But  we  somehow  think  of  Joseph  Foos; 
And  of  these  names  that  make  strong  appeal 
Are  Benjamin  Jones  and  Conrad  Deal. 
'Tis  a  pleasant  past  that  helps  us  to  see 
The  well  known  tribesman,  Peter  McKinley; 
Also  to  know  these  tribes'  great  renown 
Is  closely  linked  with  good  Russell  Brown; 
And  in  memory  we'll  harbor  and  shield 
Those  chieftains,  Lakey,  Wescott,  Greenfield. 

We  scarce  can  say  enough  of  these  names, 
They  all  fit  in  with  the  House  of  James; 
They  have  all  known  the  same  ways  so  long 
We'll  class  them  as  one  "Mongoquinong." 
We  will  all  enjoy  this  Indian  name. 
Twill  vary  somewhat  our  tribal  fame; 
Some  there  are  who  don't  like  the  roll 
Let  them  use  the  name  of  "Seminole," 
As  wilder  terms  are  used  all  along 
In  peace  and  war  and  in  art  and  song. 


:}*■. 


..>;/ 


JACOB 


ahr  Bnuflr   nf  4lamr3  27 

Thus  we  might  traverse  the  ways  and  rounds 
Known  to  our  tribes  as  near-sacred  grounds. 
Oh!  joyful  ways  are  these  that  we  know 
That  lead  to  historic  Ontario; 
Ways  of  the  olden  days,  bright  and  strange, 
Oh!  the  golden  days  of  old  LaGrange; 
Days  and  ways  when  summer  breezes  blew 
Along  trails  where  choicest  pleasures  grew, 
And  as  our  memory  stretches  o'er 
Those  goodly  folks  of  the  tribes  of  yore 
We're  touched  with  feelings  of  joy  and  pain, 
Yet  somehow  we'd  like  to  live  again 
In  the  sunshine  of  those  by-gone  years 
That  were  hallowed  by  these  pioneers. 

With  these  we  join  in  love  and  songs, 
For  all  are  of  the  Mongoquinongs, 
And  much  like  the  Speros  all  are  they; 
They've  traveled  far  from  the  Pigeon's  way, 
But  the  charm  of  the  old  beaten  track 
Has  caused  their  return,  their  homing  back; 
And  in  their  advancing  years  we  see 
Them  living  near  the  old  tribal  tree. 

Many  have  passed  into  dreamless  sleep 
While  twilight's  shades  over  others  creep; 
It  seems  not  long  since  we  saw  them  seek 
The  youthful  joys  of  "Forks  of  the  Creek." 
There  are  yet  a  few  whose  hearts  will  thrill 
With  rustic  joys  of  the  "Bullmer  Mill;" 
Or  the  mill  that  stood  by  the  creek  road 
Near  to  the  Prentiss  tribal  abode; 
Or  that  olden  building  known  to  all, 


28  Sl]r  Ijmtflp  nf  HJantPB 


The  white  and  spooky  "Spiritual  Hall." 
We  have  heard  of  ghosts  and  goblins  there 
And  truly  there  were  some  spirits  fair 
Who  sang  and  spoke  with  those  rarest  joys 
That  come  somehow  from  the  girls  and  boys. 
Twas  a  fond  spot  and  we  loved  it  well, 
The  oaks  and  the  mistletoe  would  tell 
Of  the  merriment  that  lingered  where 
Peeping  stars  smiled  on  those  spirits  rare; 
But  the  old  landmarks  we  see  no  more, 
They  are  simply  dreams  of  days  of  yore, 
Yet  as  the  gray  evening  shadows  fall 
There's  a  ling 'ring  romance  to  them  all; 
So  we  falter  and  dream  of  those  ways 
That  were  lit  with  love  in  olden  days. 

And  if  stories  be  true  sly  Cupid  was  there 

When  our  fathers  and  mothers  were  young  and  fair. 

Oh!  honeyed  was  he  in  olden  days, 

If  we're  to  judge  from  his  present  ways. 

In  songs  he  excelled,  choice  words  he  knew— 

They  were  sweet  as  roses  kissed  by  dew. 

Like  breezes  soft-blown  o'er  wood  and  dell 

He  touches  the  heart  somehow  so  well 

We  do  not  doubt  that,  away  back  there 

'Mid  the  vales  and  wood  and  prairies  where 

Nature's  heart,  smiling  in  happy  quest 

Made  god  Cupid  both  victor  and  guest. 

The  river  Pigeon  played  a  strong  part 
In  those  fond  romances  of  the  heart. 
As  if  to  improve  romantic  ground, 
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Good  lakes  and  rivers  were  placed  around, 

Which  helped  the  chiefs  to  vary  their  songs; 

The  chiefs  of  the  good  Mongoqiiinongs; 

And  helped  them  to  sing  their  lovetales  well — 

Oh,  that  the  waters  miglit  truly  tell. 

Tell  of  their  ways  when  on  courtship  bent. 

Tell  of  their  iiopes  and  joys  as  they  went. 

Tell  of  how  they  sought  their  best  prize 

When  night  brought  out  the  stars  in  the  skies; 

When  the  man  in  the  moon  was  surprised  to  know 

There  was  so  much  love  about  A\ongo. 

We  know  that  the  stars  and  moon  fit  in 
The  places  where  love  is  bound  to  win; 
That  the  woods  and  flowers  and  rippling  stream 
Enrich  the  ways  of  love's  happy  dream; 
But  sometimes  there's  a  different  spell 
When  the  stars  and  moon  come  out  to  tell 
Of  something  that's  wild  and  wierd  and  fierce, 
Of  something  ready  witli  fear  to  pierce 
One's  innermost  being  through  and  through. 
Like  some  lone  owl  a-hooting  at  you; 
Or  maybe  the  brightness  of  the  light 
Shows  a  shadow  shaking  in  the  night, 
And  then  truly  one  will  swear  he  sees 
Ghosts  a-walking  on  the  very  breeze; 
And  should  there  be  some  whispering  low 
In  forest  ways  where  queer  shadows  grow; 
When  moon  and  stars  are  hid  in  a  cloud 
And  you  feel  the  weight  of  night's  black  shroud, 
Then  it  seems  does  the  heart  almost  fail 
If  lost  in  the  course  of  Piueon  trail; 
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But  love  oft  guided  to  brighter  day 
Chooses  the  rougher  and  wilder  way. 

Once  upon  a  time,  Oh,  long  ago, 

A  tribesman  left  the  haunts  of  Mongo; 

Left  friends  and  kin  of  his  youthful  days 

And  the  hunting  grounds  of  Pigeon's  ways; 

Still  he  felt  that  he'd  always  belong 

To  the  Springfield  tribe,  Mongoquinong. 

His  grec^t  teacher  Smith  taught  him  to  know 

That  the  best  tribes  lived  about  Mongo. 

This  knowledge,  however,  could  not  smother  out 

His  desire  for  seeing  and  roaming  about — 

This  wild  desire  to  know  the  great  west 

Instinctively  grew  within  his  breast. 

He  started  one  day  to  seek  and  see 
The  rolling  lands  of  the  Cherokee. 
On  he  went  to  the  Comanches  and  Sioux — 
They  were  enough  to  give  him  the  blues, 
But  onward  he  pressed  and  on  and  on 
Till  he  reached  the  vales  of  Oregon. 
Here  he  found  rest  with  the  Umpqua  men 
As  if  for  years  with  them  he  had  been 
In  that  far  land  which  was  ever  new, 
North  of  the  slopes  of  the  Siskiyou. 

With  these  he  lived  in  tribal  content; 
Part  of  his  time  to  courtship  was  lent; 
'Twas  good  to  know  both  dusky  and  fair 
And  ways  of  those  Indian  maidens  there; 
'Twas  a  different  charm  the  sun  shone  on 
'Mid  those  pine-fringed  hills  of  Oregon. 
But  he  must  know  more  of  Indian  lore 
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And  the  call  of  the  wild  came  once  more. 
He  started  a^ain,  it  was  toward  the  south, 
Thoui^^h  not  because  of  Oregon  drouth, 
As  rains  out  there  are  misty  and  fine 
And  seem  to  come  to  spite  the  sunshine. 

But  our  tribesman  sought  the  hunting  lands 
Of  the  Shasta  and  the  Modoc  bands, 
Up  'mid  the  mountains'  rugged  ways 
Where  Nature  is  rough  in  wildest  plays. 
With  Shastas  and  Modocs  he  found  it  fine, 
Where  earth  is  dressed  with  cedar  and  pine; 
Where  the  red  deer  bound  o'er  meadows  free 
And  the  song  birds  chorus  merrily; 
They  seem  to  know  in  their  wildest  flights 
Of  springs  and  streams  born  in  snowy  heights; 
They  seem  to  know  each  meadow  and  glen 
And  the  sly  ways  of  the  hunting  men. 
But  our  tribesman  found  no  tameness  there 
in  that  land  of  deer  and  big  brown  bear; 
Even  the  air  was  touched  with  the  strange. 
So  different  it  was  from  old  LaGrange 
That  his  heart  soon  grew  heavy  to  know 
if  he'd  again  see  the  ways  of  Mongo. 

It  was  undefiled  and  untamed  then 
With  these  Shasta  and  Modoc  men. 
Their  hunting  was  the  chief  tiling  they  knew 
And  our  tribesman  soon  mastered  it  too — 
Well  that  he  did,  for  his  homesick  griefs 
Were  lost  to  joy  with  those  tribal  chiefs. 
He  soon  knew  the  peaks  of  snowy  ways 
At  growing  dawn  and  in  sunset's  haze, 
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But  the  dark  wood  with  panther  and  bear 
Was  not  a  inatter  of  friendship  there; 
Even  at  times  when  the  rainbowed  hills 
Were  gloried  by  the  songs  of  the  rills 
Danger  was  apt  to  be  near  at  hand 
And  there's  no  dreaming  in  panther  land; 
One  learns  to  know  and  that  very  quick 
Whether  his  Marlin  can  do  the  trick, 
For  the  game  that's  best  in  panther  land 
Is  to  be  game  when  danger's  at  hand. 

The  unsuspected  perils  in  life 

Are  the  ones  which  quickly  end  the  strife; 

Then  we  should  be  ready  no  matter  where 

To  meet  the  worst  dangers  lurking  there, 

For  this  world,  a  panther  land  of  greed, 

Requires  high  ideals,  force  and  deed, 

Strength  of  co-operation,  and  thought 

Not  of  a  sordid  avarice  wrought 

But  of  conscience  trained,  a  brotherhood 

Whose  teaching  is  universal  good. 

Our  tribesman  wanted  the  wonderful  south 
Where  mirages  are  born  of  heat  and  drouth. 
He  left  the  ways  of  eternal  snow 
For  the  painted  plains  of  the  Navajo 
Where  enchantments  of  the  desert  bold 
Are  like  the  charms  of  youth  to  the  old; 
And  at  last  he  mingled  with  those  bands 
Of  the  silent  Arizona  lands— 
Those  lands  that  so  strangely  fade  away 
Like  dying  sun  into  twilight  gray; 
Lands  of  the  weird,  fantastic  and  high — 
Lands  that  merge  into  blues  of  the  sky. 
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A  wonderful  land  of  splendid  sky 
Wiiere  the  throne  of  ni^^ht  is  lifted  hi^^h  — 
A  constant  chan<^inj,^  from  <,^old-lit  noons 
To  the  purple  way  of  silver  moons — 
A  color-world  where  the  shades  may  share 
The  rich  profusion  of  li<,^ht  and  air. 
Stran«,^e  phenomena  and  strange  delight 
Come  from  tinted  ways  uf  day  and  m'ght; 
Come  from  the  red-fire  glare  of  heat, 
Come  when  the  sun  and  twilight  meet; 
Come  to  a  charmed  land  of  silent  show, 
The  golden  land  of  the  Navajo. 

But  these  wild  free  ways  had  not  the  touch, 
Of  that  good  home  tribe  he  loved  so  much, 
And  when  the  novelty  wore  away 
He  got  to  dreaming— sad  dreams  were  they, 
For  they  took  him  back  to  that  sweet  bliss. 
When  he  was  cheered  by  his  mother's  kiss; 
They  took  him  back  to  those  youthful  days 
And  the  happy  hours  of  tribal  plays; 
They  took  him  back  to  the  ways  and  rule 
That  governed  the  old  Red  Eagle  school; 
They  took  him  back  to  those  days  of  old 
When  smiling  fields  ran  with  waves  of  gold; 
They  took  him  to  the  hills  along 
Those  loved  spots  of  the  Mongoquinong. 
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HIS  DREAM  OF  THE  OLD  HOME 

In  Fancy's  dream  there  often  grows 

Some  scene  where  purhng  Pigeon  flows. 

I  see  the  vast,  the  everywhere 

Take  on  tlie  bright  and  springhke  air 

That  buds  and  blooms  along  those  ways — 

The  afterwhiles  of  future  days. 

The  birds,  the  flowers,  the  wood,  the  stream 

All  come  before  me  like  a  dream 

Romantic  more  than  old  Ravenna — 

My  Springfield  home  of  Indiana 

Which,  true  to  its  name,  had  the  best 

To  offer  those  who  sought  its  rest. 

The  oaks  with  giant  limbs  thrown  out 

And  vines  and  flowers  'twined  about, 

A  ridge  that  in  the  background  knew 

The  sweetest  joys  that  ever  grew, 

And  the  pathways  which  led  along 

The  scenes  that  seemed  grown  into  song, 

Light  the  past  where  I  loved  to  roam 

'Mid  the  shades  of  the  olden  home. 

There  Goodness  rode  upon  the  breeze. 

Smiled  upon  the  flowers  and  trees; 

The  clouds  wore  not  the  darkened  hue 

But  gladly  let  the  sunshine  through 

That  spoke  of  beauty  all  along 

Like  one  triumphant  march  of  song. 

'Twas  thus  our  tribesman  dreamed  one  day 
Of  times  when  Life  enjoyed  its  play. 
When  all  the  joys  to  him  were  known 
As  glowing  hopes  by  breezes  blown 
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O'ermead  and  hill,  by  sylvan  sliure 
And  the  Springfield  home,  pride  of  yore. 

Fancy,  athin<^  of  beauty  seems 

When  on  the  past  it  fondly  beams, 

And  that  olden  home  one  should  know 

Was  a  joy  spot  in  the  lon^^  ago. 

No  wonder  that  our  tribesman  made 

His  life  a  glory  'neath  its  shade; 

Yet  work  and  thou(]:ht  and  song  and  play 

Were  fond  companions  of  that  day. 

This  tale  cannot  all  joy  relate  ^  '-^^  ^  ^  -  i 

But  some  sad  things  must  emanate; 

And  true  to  life  'twill  better  show 

Vicissitudes  which  come  and  go 

Like  flowers  that  bloom,  fade  and  die 

And  clouds  that  fleck  the  distant  sky — 

The  smiles,  though  griefs  bedim  the  goal 

And  speak  the  language  of  the  soul. 

That  we  may  now  more  beauty  share 
Let's  to  the  sunrise  end  repair 
Where  wooded  slopes  a  picture  made 
About  the  rim  of  Otter  Lake. 
'Tis  here  the  Pigeon  we  will  find 
Starts  on  its  course  to  ever  wind, 
And  sing  to  vales  and  hills  along 
On  to  Mongoquinong. 

Toward  north  and  west  the  river's  way 
Through  wood  and  moor  salutes  the  day; 
At  night  when  stars  the  vigil  keep 
And  life  is  wrapt  in  dreamy  sleep 
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There  comes  a  wild  weird  serenade 
From  out  the  depths  of  deepest  shade. 
The  ni^^htin^^ale  is  touched  with  song 
And  joins  the  chorus  clear  and  strong 
Wliile  from  some  distant  wooded  hill 
is  heard  the  plaintive  whippoorwill. 
Tis  here  and  there  the  starbeams  peep 
Through  woody  dells,  on  waters  deep, 
And  cataracts  in  wild  delight 
Accentuate  the  festive  night. 
Again  they  seek  the  deeper  rest 
'Mid  woods  that  shade  the  distant  west; 
The  waters  really  seem  to  know 
The  many  ways  that  come  and  go 
And  from  their  most  exultant  mood 
They  seek  the  silence  of  the  wood; 
And  all  along  in  light  and  shade 
Tis  like  a  chastened  serenade 
That  sweetly  lilts  on  wings  of  night 
While  Dian  spreads  her  silvery  light- 
Thus  the  river's  wandering  way 
Is  companioned  by  night  and  day. 

Oh!  my  flowing,  my  rippling  stream, 
1  catch  your  singing  in  my  dream; 
1  hear  the  trees  that  sang  to  you 
Before  my  dreams  were  even  new; 
1  see  fond  lovers  stroll  along— 
They  listen  to  your  wildest  song; 
I  see  the  flowers  on  banks  of  green 
That  richly  beautify  the  scene; 
1  see  the  oaks  and  willows  there, 
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Still  you  escape  the  nets  of  care; 
I  doubt  that  in  your  moonht  strain 
You  feci  tlic  touch  of  sorrow's  pain, 
Yet  in  iny  dreams  I  find  belief 
You  give  an  echo  of  some  grief, 
For  I  know  not  if  I  shall  stray 
Where  once  I  caught  your  tuneful  lay; 
But  if  at  last  my  feet  shall  go 
Along  those  paths  1  used  to  know, 
It  may  be  that  this  grief  I  see 
Is  only  in  my  dreams  of  thee! 
Once  more,  0  may  mine  eyes  delight 
To  rest  upon  thy  waters  bright — 
Once  more,  0  may  I  know  the  truth 
That  formed  my  world  in  happy  youth! 

Stay,  0  stay  in  our  memory  more, 
Hills  of  green  and  yon  bright  sylvan  shore; 
Fade  not  too  soon,  0  trees  that  grew 
When  all  these  lands  were  fresh  and  new! 
The  flowers  we  know  will  bloom  again 
And  may  be  remind  us  of  these  men, 
Oh,  happy  vale,  Oh,  vernal  place 
Where  once  we  saw  them  face  to  face! 
Sing  on,  0  breezes,  fair  and  bright. 
In  golden  day  and  in  moonlit  night; 
You  seem  the  touch  of  heavenly  things 
In  your  melodious  offerings 
That  somehow  echo  all  along 
These  sacred  ways  of  Mongoquinong; 
Sing  to  our  youth  for  they  knew  not  then 
Ways  of  those  stalwart  women  and  men! 


..  <>•...  '■  II 


M     f 


38  Sl]r   ffiuuflr   nf   3Jaiurii 

The  billowy  fields  of  green  and  gold, 
May  remind  them  of  those  days  of  old; 
The  lakes  that  form  the  babbling  streams 
May  picture  to  them  in  their  dreams; 
Oh!  let  there  be  some  way  that  more 
They'll  think  about  those  days  of  yore 
When  search  of  wealth  was  not  the  goal 
For  the  growth  and  beauty  of  the  soul. 

Listen,  0  Speros,  can  this  dream  mean  you, 

Have  you  yearned  in  dreams  for  the  old  home,  too 

Or  been  with  strangers  so  very  long 

You  were  waked  by  strains  of  the  old-home  song? 

Have  you  felt  the  touch  of  friendly  hand 

When  in  a  far  away,  lonely  land 

And  heard  a  voice  that  in  some  way  told 

Your  memory  of  the  days  of  old? 

Has  it  ever  made  the  teardrops  start 

When  some  good  fellow  with  cheerful  heart 

Would  gladly  step  up  to  you  and  say, 

"Well,  my  brother,  how  are  you  today?" 

If  so,  then  this  dream  we  feel  will  be 

For  you  little  less  a  mystery. 

And  now,  0  Speros,  let's  join  in  song 

Of  Home,  Sweet  Home  and  Mongoquinong; 

Let's  give  three  cheers  for  the  Springfield  ways 

And  these  good  happy  reunion  days; 

May  we  all  live  to  enjoy  them  more 

And  revive  again  the  days  of  yore! 

History  sits  at  the  feet  of  Time 
Ready  to  chronicle  things  sublime; 
Thought  mingled  with  labor  must  share 
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The  best  in  this  life  sometime,  somewhere; 

Patience  and  goodness  of  heart  must  be 

The  factors  in  hfe's  simpHcity. 

Then  faher  not  in  doings  your  best 

When  heart  and  soul  are  put  to  the  test; 

The  way's  not  long  though  clouds  darkly  roll, 

Then  let  us  all  place  higher  our  goal. 

Oh,  may  the  hope,  good  will  aid  ^ood  cheer 

That  should  come  to  all  assembled  here 

Help  us  to  hallow  and  bless  this  life 

With  the  deeds  of  love  that  brighten  the  strife! 

SCHUYLER  COLFAX  SPERO 
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BOYHOOD  FRIENDS  AND  YOU 

Back  from  tiie  AVost  I  come,  old  home, 
Back  from  its  vales  and  Jieiglits  and  foam; 
O'er  mountains,,  plains  and  rivers,  too, 
Back  to  my  boyhood  friends  and  you! 

Back  from  the  West  I  come  once  more, 
Back  to  my  home  in  days  of  yore 
To  smile  a^ain  where  I  first  knew 
Ways  of  my  boyhood  friends,  and  you. 

Back  from  the  West  I  come  today. 
Back  from  where  the  Sun  hides  away; 
Back  where  my  morn's  brit^ht  «;rowing  view 
Caressed  my  boyhood  friends,  and  you. 

Back  from  the  West  I  come  to  greet 
Laud  of  the  Used-to-])e,  so  sweet; 
Back  where  my  magic  childhood  knew 
Undying  love  for  friends,  and  you! 
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COMIXG  HOME 

1  coiiR',  1  conic,  my  hope  is  won, 
From  dying  day  to  ri.sin*^  sun; 
I  knew  that  darkness  would  soon  be, 
1  conic,  more  li<;lit  to  see. 

I  come,  I  come,  my  dream  is  true 
For  loni;-  I've  yearned  to  be  with  you 

0  friends  and  home  in  chiys  of  yore, 

1  come,  swiiiLc  wi(h'  the  dooi*! 

i  come,  1  come,  you've  wiiited  long, 
Now  let  us  all  renew  the  song 
For  heaven  ivigns  when  love  is  near, 
1  come  foi'  li<rht  and  cheer. 


WHEKE  THE  PIGEOX  IS  FLOWING 

This  song  ol"  mine 

Is  a  song  of  the  line. 
To  be  sung  when  we  come  togc'ther 

in  a  social  wav 

When  our  hearts  are  gay 
Like  the  charms  of  suiumer  weather. 

You  may  call  it  a  song 
<  )f  Mongo(iuinong, 
Of  hills  of  La(irange  and  her  valleys; 
But  sing  it  with  cheer 
As  glad  days  are  here 
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To  bri^i^liten  our  reunion  rallies. 

This  soni^  of  mine 

Like  the  soni^  of  the  wine, 
Ls  hai»j)y  and  free  in  its  tripping; 

But  as  for  the  juice, 

We'll  say  that  its  use 
AVill  no{  play  a  i)art  in  oui'  sini;ing. 

Let  the  song  ])lease 
Like  the  health-giving  breeze, 
When  through  wood  it  goes  with  its  tuning; 

And  from  the  bowers 

Of  roses  and  flowers. 

To  us  waft  the  sweets  of  perfuming. 

May  the  song  share 

With  blest  summer  fair, 
As  it  swings  in  glory  its  going; 

And  make  our  wealth 

Of  love  and  of  health. 
In  this  vale  where  the  Piireon  is  flowing:. 
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IN  HEVKHIE 

There *s  a  land  I  used  to  know, 

Sunshine  hills  and  vales  a;:lo\v; 

()h,  1  knew  it  when  a  hoy, 

\Vli<'n  my  life  was  sprin,i;liine's  joy; 

It  w;is  L;i"owin«^  tlu-n  to  ni*' 

Like  a  world  of  mystery, 

For  it  seemed  each  livin<<  thing 
Gave  to  life  some  good  offering; 
And  when  Time  brought  ^lay  and  June, 
Golden  sun  and  silver  moon, 
Full-grown  sunnners  and  the  fall, 
How  marvelous  was  it  all; 
Then  the  cold  December  days 
That  led  on  in  winter's  ways; 
l\ound  and  round  these  changes  went 
In  that  land  of  sweet  content; 
In  that  land  1  used  to  know, 
Sunshine  hills  and  vales  aglow — 
Sunshine  hills  and  vales,  thy  gleams 
Light  me  through  the  land  of  dreams! 
For  as  time  swings  on  its  ways 
Bringing  other  Junes  and  Mays, 
Growing  age  soems  lost  somewhere 
'Mid  the  dreams  of  summit-  fair. 
In  the  hope  of  something  nigh 
Fairer  stars  that  dwell  on  high. 
Oh,  dear  land  I  used  to  know, 
Gleam  on  in  my  twilight's  glow; 
In  fancy  I  hear  thee  sing, 
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In  gratitude  I'm  answoring; 
In  memory  tliy  rich  array 
Helps  me  on  and  on  the  way; 
From  thy  wholesome  joys  and  love 
lIoj>e  exalts  to  realms  above  I 


A  DKKAM  OF  MOTHER 

'Twas  a  good  day  in  October 
And  I  talked  Avith  my  mother  too; 
She  told  me  her  hopes  and  glories 
AVhen  li(*r  life  was  fresh  and  new. 

She  told  me  the  sweet  glad  story 
Of  things  she  would  do  someway 
When  my  life  seemed  just  beginning 
On  that  good  October  day. 

She  told  me  of  love's  fond  blessing 
And  showed  me  their  helpfulness; 
She  had  shared  them,  too,  with  others- 
Sweet  saint!  her  thought  was  to  bless. 

She  told  me  her  past  and  present, 
The  ways  when  blossoming  years 
Glow  with  the  sunshine  of  beauty 
In  spite  of  the  mist  of  years. 

She  brought  me  the  fairest  tidings — 
Oh,  heavenly  sweet  do  they  seem. 
This  tlay  in  golden  October 
I've  lived  with  her  in  my  dream! 
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\VIS111X(J  AND  liOlMXd 
(Tt)  a  Fi-icnd) 

1  wisli  to  walk  niRM'  iiioi'c  tlu'  ways 
I    trod   ill  boyhood's  iiapjiy  days; 
(.)h,  it  wuidd  he  a  ciKH-rt'id  sniili* 
To  «^-i-(H't  yoii  all  and  live  awhile 
.Viiiid  those  phut  s  wIicin*  my  joy 
Was  best  when  I  was  just  a  hoy. 

I  know  my  bark  of  life  is  frail 

But  trust  'twill  stand  the  lashini^  aale; 

x\nd  thoui^h  the  clouds  that  \'eil  the  l)luo 

Will  S(!arcely  let  the  sunshine  through, 

J  lioijc  to  ureet  you  everyone 

Before'  my  final  tri])  is  done. 


TO  BE  WITH  vol 


I'd  like  to  be  with  you  back  there 
And  of  \'our  joys  hav(^  just  one  sluire; 
I  wotdd  not  try  e'(»n  though  1  could 
To  place  a  claim  (^n  all  the  <>()od. 

I'd  be  content  to  clasp  your  hand 
And  talk  to  you  in  that  ij^ood  land 
Once  more,  about  the  lonu:  {».i^<> 
When  time  schemed  new  to  us  you  know 

I  M  be  li^ht  glad  to  sie  your  smih' — 
1  tlon't  believe  it's  changed  in  style. 
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And  it'  it  has  I  know  your  face 

Still  iilcaiiis  with  jnv  in  that  fond  ])hice. 

Ah,  yes,  IM  like  a.Liain  to  soe 
AMierc  we  enjoyod  the  used-to-bo; 
That  tcnih'r  joy— you've  f«'lt  it,  too, 
In  lueuioiy  come  jjeepini;-  throu.s^h. 

I'd  like  ai^ain  my  fancy  fed 
Just  as  the  Sun  has  h.*ft  Ids  bed 
xVnd  si'e  the  moniini;*  beams  appear 
That  diaih'Ui  the  worhl  witli  cheer. 

I'd  like  to  stroll  the  woodland's  way 
Back  where  these  happy  waters  play; 
Or  wander  o'er  those  hills  to  gaze 
rpon  the  sunset's  <^-ohlen  haze. 

1  see  the  verdant  dress  of  sprin^i^ 
And  sununer's  higli  noon  offering; 
Their  waving  fudds  of  green  and  gold 
in  memory  L  still  behold. 

1  see  the  friends  in  days  of  yore 
"Whose  ways  on  earth  we  see  no  more* 
And  in  this  life  of  change  we  know 
Our  joys  are  touched  with  pain  and  woe. 

But  with  it  all  this  life  is  good 

l)es})ite  of  ]iainful  solitude; 

So  let  us  cahnly  face  the  night, 

Throuirh  love  and  truth  we'll  reach  the  light. 
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Oh,  1  would  like  to  sec  you  all, 
The  little  oui'S  aud  ono  i;r(»\vn  tall; 
It  matters  not  how  many  are 
In  that  old  home  away  so  far. 

It  truly  doesn't  seem  to  me 

I  could  finil  you  less  I'air  to  see; 

For  oh,  how  charmin.i;-  is  the  old 

"When  lighter  shades  spread  o'er  the  ^old 

And  so  I'll  try  to  greet  you  there 
And  of  your  joys  have  just  one  share; 
'Twill  help  to  make  our  going  day 
Smile  on  and  on  to  twilight's  wav. 


A  KEFI.ECTIOX 

T(dl  me  brothers,  does  the  scene 
In  and  round  old  Si)rinutield  gleam 
AVitli  that  bright  and  sylvan  touch 
AVliich  we  used  to  love  so  nuich  / 

Do  the  breezes  of  tlu^  night 
Cadence  on  the  soft  moonliglit? 
Do  the  stars  so  brightly  beam 
As  in  days  of  youthful  dream/ 

Does  the  bright  and  rosy  morn 
Subjugate  your  hopes  forlvU'n? 
Does  it  throne  your  heart  with  joy 
As  when  you  were  just  a  boy  / 
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III  your  calm,  lellcclive  iiuxd 
J)()  yoii  seek  some*  ^olitu(l^' 
Cliambeivcl  in  a  forest  cli.'ll 
AVlioro  messengers  of  Pan  dwell? 

Do  the  uplan<l  and  the  wood 

Hark  you  back  wlieru  once  there  stood 

Pioneers  of  former  years, 

Fathers  of  our  hopes  and  fears? 

Oh!  glorious  days  of  old, 
Their  loveliness  is  untold; — 
AVliile  our  bark  speeds  to  that  Shore 
Their  songs  lilt  to  us  evermore. 

Pleasant,  sweet,  forever  yet 
Their  mem'ry  is  rimmed  and  set 
AVith  the  gems  of  loves  and  sighs 
J^ost  in  the  hush  of  sad  '^good-byes." 


AN    APPREHEX8I0X    BUT    AVITJJXG  TO 
TAKP]  THE  RISK 

I'm  invited  \o  conie  and  feed, 

And  triily  I'm  inclined  to  heed. 

For  tho.^e  feeds  I  used  to  sliai*o 

Most  any  time,  no  matter  where — 

Ah,  all  along  the  sunny  rang«.' 

From  good  Steuben  to  fair  LaGrange — 

I  yet  remember  with  much  joy; 
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Aii«l  should  i  cat,  cat  like  a  hoy, 

I  look  upon  it  with  xiiih-  (hniht 

As   good    t'oc'(lin<;-   iui«^lit    mean    the   gout 

For  one  who  is  rigid  glad  to  tell 

Of  how  the  old  folks  lived  so  well; 

But,  somehow,  I'm  incdined  to  think 

These  feeds  might  put  me  on  the  hlink, 

And   that  my  slats  might   spring  and   (juake 

If  I  once  more  those  good  things  take. 

No   matter   who   may   be   to   blame 

For   feeding   me   on   fish   and   game, 

And  all  the  luscious  things  wliich  grow 

Where  I  am  just  about  to  go, 

ril   risk    the   trip,   I'll   risk   the   feed, 

And   this   is  why  I'm   taking  heed 

To  invitation  sent  to  me, 

That   bids   me   to   the   used-to-be. 

But  let  all  things  come  as  they  may, 

Good  feeds,  too,  'long  the  old  time  way — 
There  used  to  be,  oh,  so  much  room 
For  everything  excepting  gloom  I 
With  all  my  heart  I'm  thinking  still 
Good    cooking   yet    is   on    the    bill; 
I'm  sure  it  hasn't  all  been  lost 
In  rush  of  time  at  anv  cost; 
I  do  not  think  these  ways  still  fair 
Are  heavy  burdened  with  despair; 
I  think  maybe  those  times  of  old 
Somehow^  by  younger  ones  are  told. 
I  know  there's  sunshine  after  rain 
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Tlie  same  as  joy  that  follows  pain; 
It  can't  be  diftV'ivnt  back  wiicro 
1  <3^ave  of  blessed  youth  its  share; 
Surely  the  nows  and  yesterdays 
Should    be   as   sweet   as   olden   ways, 
For   there   are   boys   and   girls   that   bless 
The  same  as  in  our  youthfulness. 
Some  (hiy  they'll  gaze  upon  this  time 
And  say  it  was  almost  sublime; 
'Twill  be  fond  memories  to  them  all 
When  they  are  boys  and  girls  grown  tall; 
Such  ways  are  not  so  very  strange — 
They've  all  been  lived  in  old  LaGrange; 
But  the  thing  I'm  concerned  about 
Is  the  good  feed  without  the  gout. 
I'm  sure,  despite  the  chilling  blast, 
J^ove  will  hold  to  the  very  last; 
So  let  me  share  those  feeds  once  more 
The  same  as  in  the  days  of  yore. 


THE  SPIIilTUAL  HALL 

The  spooky  hall  that  stood  near  the  hill- 
Say,  I  hear  those  oak  trees  rustle  still — 
I  see  again  the  bright  moonlight 
That  smiled  on  exhibition  night; 
Oh,  it  was  fairy  then,  you  know. 
Despite  the  chill  of  winter's  snow, 
And  deep  with  all  1  hear  some  voic( 
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It  rather  makes  my  heart  rejoice, 
For  wiiik*  1  cannot  t»ras])  his  hand 
1  see  iiim  mid  that  chert'ui  hand, 
And  full  upon  the  air  there  fh)ats 
His  douhle  B  and  h)\v  ('  notes. 

Oh,  i^ive  me  then  the  stories  .iC'^y, 
Kich  with  some  «j;host  and  spooky  phiy; 
It  matters  not  how  many  there  are, 
Though  there's  a  *»-liost  for  every  star; 
Should  there  be  raven  or  a  hawk 
'T  would  add  a  beauty  to  the  talk 
Thouii;h  it  were  whis])ered  o'er  and  o'er 
To  those  sad  strains  of  " Nevermore." 

That  spooky  hall  we'll  ever  see 
Through  veils  of  weird-like  mysteiy; 
There  seems  to  be  a  touch  of  fear 
That  lingered  round  that  i)lace  of  cheer. 
For  joy  it  was  in  spite  of  ghosts. 
And  should  w(»  offer  here  our  toasts 
AVe  would  include  each  fair  abode 
About  that  hall  on  the  old  CriM-k  road. 

We  know  to  some  they  will  seem  small, 
Those  ways  about  that  Spiritual  Hall; 
They  cannot  hear  that  joyous  lay 
That  lilts  along  fond  memory's  way; 
The  old  oaks  may  not  sing  as  sweet 
As  in  the  times  we  used  to  meet; 
Their  shadows  they  no  longer  throw 
On  that  fair  place  we  used  to  know; 
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The  liall  is  ^oik^,  tlio  spirits,  too, 
But  of  those  ways  when  time  seemed  new 
AVe  speak  in  love,  when  life  was  gay 
With  li\ing  flowers  of  yesterday. 


JOHN  ALANSON 

AVlien  of  subjects  to  write  1  have  but  a  few, 
Then  I'll  write,  John  Alanson,  of  yon; 
I'll  handle  the  subject  as  well  as  I  can — 
This  John  Alanson,  the  grand  old  man. 

1  know  there  are  many  too  slow  for  the  pace 
But  this  John  xVlanson  is  still  in  the  race; 
From  Niagara  to  i^acific's  blue  shore 
His  mighty  basso  has  been  heard  o'er  and  o'er. 

For  fifty  odd  years  he  has  sung  to  this  earth 
And  from  his  singing  we  have  caught  the  glad  mirth 
Tliiit  drives  away  sorrow,  that  drives  away  care, 
That  makes  the  smiles  grow  in  the  ways  of  despair. 

Like  the  sunshine  of  morn  he  started  his  way 
And  his  light  spreads  on  as  he  sings  forth  his  lay; 
AVe  recall  his  youth  and  his  noon  when  he  stood 
Full  deep  'mid  the  roses  of  early  manhood. 

Ijike  a  bird  on  the  wing  he  has  gone  about 
Putting  pain  and  sornnv  and  (lesj)air  to  rout; 
Giving  color  to  life  and  trimming  it  bright 
Like  the  hills  fringed  with  green  when  kissed  by  the 
light. 
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If  raltc'ivd  he  has  in  the  ^^Tcat  work  of  lifi' 
We  somehow  rcij^ard  him  a  help  in  the  strife; 
For  no  matter  how  near  or  far  we  may  ^o 
We'll  find  John  /Vlanson  a  jjart  of  the  show. 

For  fifty  odd  years  he  has  well  stood  the  test 

And  now  mantled  in  ^ray  he  smiles  toward  his  west; 

Smiles    adown    life's    sloi)e      toward    its    twilight 

and    sea — 
John  Alanson,  I'm  writing,  wanting  of  thee! 
Oh,  yes,  John  Alanson,  I'm  writing,  you  see — 
There's  beauty  and  love  in  the  work,  we'll  agree; 
Though  a  splendid  old  world,  still  the  work  you've 

done 
Has  helped  it  to  become  a  much  better  one. 

So  wdien  the  time  comes  w^hen  farewell  we  must  say, 
Through  the  mist  of  tears  we  \vill  smile  on  that  day 
Like  the  gladsome  sunshine  the  clouds  peeping 

through — 
Oh,  John  Alanson,  I'm  writing  of  you! 
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TO  A  PLVJnn^  SCHEMER 

All  I  o;o  ou  witli  your  schcuiiiiy:,  your  dreaming  and  your  fad. 

I  hope  you'll  hit  tn  something  that  will  not  seem  so  bad; 

I  know  that  you  've  always  seemed  a  great  puzzle  to  us  all — 

'Tis  same  in  spring,  in  summer,  in  winter  and  in  fall; 

But  we  really  trust  and  hope  when  from  Texas  you  get  back, 

At  fifty-eight  you'll  be  new  on  the  Springfield  track; 

That  to  everyone  you'll  sell  a  section  of  that  land 

That's  kissed  by  gulfy  breezes  down  'long  the  Hio  Grand'; 

Or  maybe  you'd  do  better  to  bring  back  here  with  you 

A  slice  of  gay  old  Pike's  Peak  and  place  it  here  on  view, 

Kight  here  by  happy  Pigeon  that  sings  a  constant  song 

As  it  flows  from  Lake  of  Otter  through  Mongcquinong. 

Oh,  we  know  that  with  your  scheming  you'll  go  on  and  on 

So  why  not  bring  to  us  that  land  where  rolls  the  Oregon? 

'Twill  seem  almost  like  glory  to  even  wait  and  wait 

For  you  to  bring  to  us  California's  golden  gate. 

Our  prairies  here  will  greet  you,  the  Forks  of  Creek  will 

smile, 
If  you'll  only  scheme  of  something  that's  really  worth  while; 
Ah,  we've  been  waiting  in  this  valley  and  in  this  little  town 
For  you  to  turn  this  earth  entirely  up-side-down; 
And  we  all  will  be  better  if  you  make  a  touch  or  two, 
So,  I  say,  my  good  old  schemer!      Here's  success  to  you! 
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OLD  TAT  OF  lilXKVDlXK 

Vour  Tap  is  a  ,i;ifat  old  cliai); 
lk*'s  1)11  deck  with  any  scliciiu'; 
lie    has    ('\crvthiii.i;-   on    tap. 
From    a    sholuun    t(»    a    drcain. 

W\'  lilvi*  your   Fap  Toi-  all   that  r 
He's   a   hopcl'iil    >in-\    ol*   HmIU; 
He  is  al\va\'s  kcyrd  to  c'!:at 
And    (h'hatc    whciirx-oi     li"    c-.n. 

Thought  he  t'l'anu's  with  icil^l-ss  caiv 
And  lh(    worhl  urow>  iial"  to  think 
Of  his  h)gic  and  hot  air, 
Fvil  on  bc^ans  at   Hinkydink. 

Where  <^reat  quostions  ar(^  discussed; 
But   when   your   l^ip   hits   the   pace 
Stanchird  Oil  is  doomed  to  bust. 
Death  he  is  to  such  a  thini»-; 
Plis   incisions   are   so   deep 
That  big  trusts  go  glimmering 
At  his  groat  forensic  sweep. 

His  double  B  and  low  C 
Both  awake  old  Hinkydink 
With  power  like  some  mystery, 
And  have  forced  her  to  the  brink. 

There  slie  stands  in  trembling  feai* 
As  his  tones  reverberate 
And  sjii-ead  aiiout  as  much  cheer 
As  a   blizzai'd   up   to  date. 


111  Swaiii))  \U)i){  tlic  (1('(-|)  low  Ijass 
Your  Pap  takes  with  sccining  ease, 
IVruna's  wliert*  he  s1io\vj<  chiss 
AVhiK'  in  Hood^s  he's  just  the  cheese. 

But  your  Pa])  and  llinkydink 
Have  ^rown  an!i<iiie  toueihcr; 
'J'hose  Swamp  Jioot  tones  >iniply  kink 
And   fi-fekh*  up  the  weather. 

But  he's  chani^i'd,  we  must  confess; 
lie   talks  now   to  the  farmer 
And   if   we   don't    miss   our  guess 
He'll    talk    where   it    is   warmer. 

Ah,  glory  he,  his  late  thing 
Will  conserx'e  the  old   town's  health; 
His  talks  on  corn  will  soon  bring 
To   old   Hinkydink   great   wealth. 

Hail  to  your  Pap's  cornfcMl  talks — 
True  they  will  echo  along 
'Mid  Hinkydink 's  snowbanked   walks, 
A   new   corn-chorus   of  song. 

And  iiere's  to  your  Paj)'s  fond  dreams. 
His  airshijjs  that  dot  the  blue, 
j\lay  the  lioi)e  that  lifts  his  schemes 
Hold  out  till   they  all  come  true. 

Conclusion: 

Now,  what's  been  said  may  it  cause 
Xo  rankling  in  the  thorax; 
And  those  talks  on  cornfe(l  laws 
Please  send  alonir  to  Colfax. 
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TO  A  LADY  OPTICIAN 

Here's  to  the  la«ly  optician, 
I'm  sure  that  her  smik^s  make  a  hit; 
1  trust  that  the  i;lasses  slie  sokl  you 
Have  i)rovc'n  a  delightful  fit. 

How  we'll  you  speak  of  this  lady, 

She  surely  must  be  a  sunbeam; 

A  Creature,  airy  and  fairy, 

With  charms  like  the  beauties  of  dream. 

Ah,  liai)py  I'd  be  to  meet  her. 
This   optical    lady   so    fine; 
Lovely  she  is  and   entrancing — 
O  Heavens!     I  know  she's  divine! 


TO  UNCLE  JAKE 

I  am  sad,  very  sad  to  know 

That  you're  down  with  old  Lum  Bago; 

Now,  I  don't  know  who  he  is, 

But  am  told  it  is  hiz  biz 

To  nudve  pains  more  severely  grow. 

But  no  nuitter  how  he  makes  you  shake, 
Just  keep  on  a-smiling,  Uncle  Jake, 
For  smiles  have  won  a  world,  don't  you 

know, 
In  s])ite  of  oil  these  ])ains  here  below — 
So  down  with  Lum  Bairo,  Uncle  Jake! 
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Tliuug-h    pains   force   out   the   sweets   of   cheer 
Like  sunshine  is  when  ch)U(ls  ai)pear, 
Still  life  is  charming  in  its  way 
For  hope  somehow  sees  the  glad  clay 
That  looms  on  ahead  bright  and  clear. 

No  matter  how  Lum  Bago  makes  you  quake, 
Keep  your  face  wreathed  in  smiles,  Uncle 
Jake, 

With  those  happy  smiles  that  seem  as  fine 
As  the  roses  blushing  on  the  vine — 
Ah,  that's  the  way  to  be,  UncleJake! 
Out  with  Lum  Bago,  Uncle  Jake, 
He's  a  downright  fraud  and  a  fake, 

I'm  sure  you  have  lived  long  enough 
To  find  his  touch  is  very  rough — 
Now  isn't  this  true.  Uncle  Jakef 

That  1  sympathize  with  you  isn't  strange 
Even  though  you  live  in  old  LaGrange, 
But  what  are  those  doctors  there  about 
That  they  do  not  i)ut  Lum  Bago  out — 
Oh,  this  is  the  thing  that  seems  so  strange! 


A  FISHING  SONG 

It's  lisli   Tor  breakfast,   lisli   tor  dinner,  tisli  lor  suDpor,  too 
How  lisliy  1  am  leelinir  while  singiny^  this  to  you; 
The  sun  is  just  a-siuiling  on  these  fishy  lakes  and  streams 
And  I  uiii  smiling,  too,   'cause  I'm  lishing  in  my  dreams. 
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It's  just  the  same  at  moniinir,  it's  just  tlie  sauie  at  nuon, 
And  I  sometimes  think  tlu-y're  tishinir  in  tlie  silver  moon; 
Kor  at  niirht  1  see  tlie  splendor  reachiu;::  down  from  hi^h, 
It   seems  somehow   that   lishes  are  swimmin*^  in   the  sky. 

Oh  I  it's  fish  at   every  corner,  t\^\\  at   every  turn, 
Metliinks  that  in  the  winter  they  have  li.^hes  here  to  ))urn. 
But   ere   this  ji:ladsome  autumn   has  <^rown   so   very  old 
These  lakelets  may  he     teeminLT  with  shinini,'-     schools  of 
jrold. 

And  as  we're  driftinj^  onward  toward  the  j)ur|)le  hay 
I'll  more  enjoy  the  pant:  hy  tishing:  'lon«;  the  way; 
And  when  my  leave  I've  taken  of  streamlet,  lake  and 

wood, 
Oh  I     let  me  he  transportcil  where  fishing^  is  still  good. 


ON  THE  MOHAVE  DESERT 

I  woukl  not  like  to  wear  out  my  <lays 
Out  here  upon  these  ashen  \vay.<: 
I  woukl  prefer  the  lively  green 
That  graces  Indiana's  scene. 

I  recollect  her  lakes  and  rills. 
How  dilTerent  tlu^se  wind-swept  hills, 
These  lonely  paths  that  seem  to  run 
On  to  the  ])atliway  of  the  sun! 

How  different  that  vale  I  knew 
When  in  my  youth   the  roses  grew; 
But  now  when  I  am  growing  gray 
A  desert  l(K)ms  aUmg  mv  wav. 
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A  desert,   ail,   a   lonesome   world! 
For  nature's  fia^^s  are  not  unfurled 
To  l)reezes  that  go  dancing    'long 
With  balm  of  joy  and  sweet  of  song. 

But  with  it  all  1  yet  can  see 
The  green  hills  that  were  dear  to  mo; 
Unto  this  waste  1  close  my  eyes 
AVhen  scenes  of  fairer  worlds  arise. 

With  all  the  gloom,  with  all  its  pain, 
1  picture,  joy  upon  this  plain; 
In  fancy  now  that  purling  stream 
Is  smiling  for  mo  in  mv  dream. 

Oh  laughing  Pigeon,  fair  and  bright, 
1  hear  you  in  this  desert  night; 
Your  music  sweet  through  sylvan  wood 
Sings  to  me  in  this  solitude! 

The  fields  of  golden-])ainted  hue 
Are  waving  now  before  me,  too; 
I  see  the  ways  of  untold  worth 
That  glorify  this  massive  earth. 

'Tis  true  my  life  is  desert  now, 
The  thorns  must  come  to  us  somehow: 
But  through  the  dark  there  shines  afar 
A  light  of  hope  from  silver  star. 

Yes,  light  of  hope  where  sinks  to  rest 
The  golden  sun  far  in  the  west; 
Far,  far  beyond  the  final  shore 
Where  Love  is  I^ord  forever  more. 
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IX  KEXDALIA'iJ.LE  TOW'S 

Oil,  dear  fnonds,  ere  my  sun  «^oos  down, 
lift  nie  toll  a<^ain  of  Kendallville  town; 
It  always  is  best  to  speak  of  tlie  truth, 
So  I'll  say  it  was  the  world  of  my  youth. 

Years  have  gone  since  the  dear  ones  I  knew,    • 
When  goodnuss  and  joy  seemed  ever  in  vi«'\v  ; 
Yet  those  faces  to  me  beam  brightly  still 
In  the  good  old  town  of  Kendallville. 

In  memory  I  seek  those  happy  ways  o'er 
And  I  bask  in  the  smiles  on  Bixler's  shore; 
'Neath  the  shades  of  Mott  and  Diamond  I  see 
The  many  loved  ones  in  the  used-to-be. 

'Long  Mitchell  and  Main  and  Silver  I  go 
And  State  and  Orchard  and  William  also; 
I  catch  the  hum  of  the  busy  Star  mill — 
Oh,  I'm  living  again  in  Kendallville. 

Ah,  living  once  more  'mid  its  walks  and  shade, 
Yes,  living  where  pastime's  glory  was  maile; 
And  Spirit  of  Joy  is  once  more  awake 
As  in  this  good  town  new  pleasures  I  take. 

The  great  task  of  life  is  happiness  still. 
It's  been  living  o'er  and  o'er  in  Kendallville; 
And  I'm  glad  to  know,  in  spite  of  the  pace. 
My  boyhood  town  is  abreast  in  the  race. 

Hope  still  rides  on  the  bright  Albion  way, 
The  city  of  I\ome  in  sylvan  array; 
Avilla,  Lisbon  and  Corunna,  too. 
And  the  historic  fields  oi  Waterloo. 
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These  hills  and  dales  are  still  to  me  sweet 
For  love  somehow  lingers  where  old  friends 

meet — 
Ah,  Koses  of  Life!     My  heart  is  athrill, 
It  is  morning  again  in  Kendallville! 

*Tis  morn,  smiling  mom,  I've   sought  not   in 

vain 
This  fountain  of  joy  that  bursts  forth  again; 
The  lights  spread  on  and  I  see  all  around 
The  spots  that  once  seemed  as  near  sacred 

ground. 

Let  me  trail  ,trail  again  these  aisles  of  green 
While  the  Xight  Queen  smiles  through  her 

silvery  sheen; 
Let  me  linger  awhile  at  home  and  rest 
For  home-keeping  hearts  are  steadfast   and 

best. 

And  so,  dear  friends,  ere  my  sun  goes  down, 
I  must  sing  one  song  of  my  boyhood  town; 
Sing,  sing  my  lay  with  its  joy  and  its  truth. 
For  Kendallville  town,  the  world  of  my  youth. 
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rVE  COME  TO  Yor 

I've  come,  Pve  come,  my  friends,  to  you, 
But  vet  1  cannot  ri'ditlv  tell 
Of  those  fond  ways  we  all  once  knew 
in  this  old  town  we  love  so  well. 

I've  come,  I'v(^  come,  my  friends  to  see. 
The  friends  who  smiled  alon^i^-  this  shore; 
My  eyes  grow  dim — it  seeme  to  me 
They've  gone,  they'll  grace  these  waysnomore. 

I've  come,  I've  come,  my  friends  to  greet, 

Where  life  was  like  some  happy  guest; 

I  gaze  about,  but  fail  to  meet 

Those  fairest  flowers,  theyv'e  gone  to  rest. 

I've  come,  I've  come,  dear  friends,  to  give 
Of  joy  and  truth  and  hope  and  love; 
Though  vacant  ways,  still  let  us  live 
To  share  the  light  of  worlds  above. 

I've  come,  I've  come,  dear  friends,  to  know 
These  living  roses,  good  and  true; 
And  if  our  lives  more  sweetly  grow, 
I'm  glad,  dear  friends,  I've  come  to  you. 
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AT  THE  CLOSE 

These  vernal  ways  I'll  pass  no  more 
J^iit  i'roni  that  tar-olT,  beaming  shore 
Alay  i  look  back  across  the  sea 
AVhei'e  ho])e  and  love  be^an  for  me. 

No  more  I'll  hear  these  voices  sweet, 
No  more  in  happy  songs  we'll  greet, 
AVliere  once  the  golden  sunshine  grew 
And  seemed  a  glimpse  of  heaven,  too. 


1  shall  not  pass  again  this  way, 
But  gladly  face  the  coming  (hiy; 
Ah!  gladly  face  that  spreading  light 
Beyond  the  stars,  beyond  the  night. 

No  more  I'll  see  this  sacred  place 
AVhere  once  we  met  in  love's  emiirace; 
Be  faithful  to  the  last,  0  friend, 
For  hope  attained  will  be  the  end. 
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JAMES  SPEAKOW,  SENIOR 

James  Spcarow,  Senior,  was  born  in  F.ancas- 
ter  county,  Pennsylvania,  Se])t('nil)rr  IS,  ISOH, 
and  was  married  to  Susannah  StaulVer  in  Leba- 
non county,  Pennsylvania,  in  the  town  ;>)"  Aun- 
ville,  October  14,  1828.  They  moved  to  Stark 
county,  Ohio,  in  Sei)tember,  ISi'l,  thence  to 
Xoble  county,  Indiana,  in  April,  1845;  thence  to 
the  villa.i;-e  of  Spriniilield  in  LaG range  county, 
Indiana,  in  the  month  of  November,  184.").  At 
this  ])lace  Susannah  Spearow,  his  wife,  do- 
parted  this  life  February  22,  1841).  He  was 
married  to  ]\Iartha  Jane  ^lillis,  Septembei*  1.'^, 
1849.  Her  maiden  name  was  Burk.  She  was 
born  in  Madison  county,  Kentucky,  November 
28,  1811.  From  this  place  she  emii^^'ated  to 
Cliampai«i:n  county,  Ohio,  on  horseback,  in 
the  month   of  November,  181G,     thence  to   La- 
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Grange  county,  Indiana,  in  November,  183G. 
In  this  county  she  was  married  to  John  W.  Mil- 
lis  on  the  17th  day  of  September  in  the  year 
1840.  .John  W.  Millis  died  March  13,  1849,  at 
S])ringfiekl,  LaC range  county,  Indiana.  To 
them  were  given  four  chiklren.  After  the 
death  of  Mr.  Millis  she  was  married  to  James 
Spearow,  Senior,  September  13,  1849,  and  their 
union  was  blessed  with  three  children.  She 
united  witli  the  United  Bretliren  church  in 
1870,  and  remained  a  faithful,  devoted  and  con- 
sistent member  to  the  day  of  her  death. 

Soon  after  her  marriage  to  James  Spearow 
they  moved  one  mile  north  of  Springfield  vil- 
lage, where  they  lived  the  remainder  of  their 
lives,  surrounded  by  all  that  industry  and  fru- 
gality can  afford. 

Mrs.  Martha  Spearow  died  July  3,  1888,  and 
James  Spearow,  Senior,  departed  this  life  May 
1,  1893. 
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The  followinic  is  a  list  of  the  family  of  James 
Spearow,  Senior: 

1  James  Spearow,  senior,  horn  September  18, 1808, 
manied  October  14,  1828,  September  13,  1849, 
died  May  1,  1893. 

2  Susannah    (Stauffer)    Spearow,     bom   in   1801, 
married   October   14,   1S28,  died   Feb.  22,  1849. 

3  Martha  (Burk)  Spearow,  bom  November  28, 
1811,  married  Sept.  13,  1849,  died  July  3,  1888. 

4  Kosannah  (Spearow)  Helper,  bom  July  25,  1829, 
married  August   6,   1857,  died  January  6,  1913. 

5  John  Spearow,  senior,  born  January  12,  1831, 
married  October  24,  18'j3,  June  13,  1880,  died 
April  5,  1901. 

6  Samuel  Spearow,  bom  October  14,  1S32,  mar- 
ried Dceember  24,  1S57,  died  March  3,  1905. 

7  Susannah  (Spearow)  Neifer,  bom  July  4,  1834, 
married   1857-1858,  died   August   30,  1872. 

8  William  Spearow,  bom  January  24,  183G,  mar- 
ried June  24,  1858,  September  10,  1905,  April  26, 
1910. 

9  James  Spearow,  junior,  bom  November  1,  1837, 
married  Oct.  15,  1803,  died  September  20,  1899. 

10  Daniel  Spearow,  born  November  13,  1839,  mar- 
ried September  17,  1803,  died  September  5,  1907. 

11  Jacob  Spearow,  bom  October  15,  1841,  married 
August  25,  1807. 

12  Solomon  Spearow,  bom  August  15,  1843,  married 
October  25,  1808. 

13  Mary  (Spearow)  Hunt,  bom  December  25,  1845, 
married  November  28,  1809. 
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14  Sarali    Ann    Spearow,   born    May   15,    1851,   died 
Mareli  17,  1853. 

15  Amelia    (Spearow)    Joray,     bum   April   9,     1853, 
married  April  18,  1874. 

16  (libson   Spearow,  born   Sei)tember  17,   1855,  died 
July  5,  185(i. 

Tiie  tollo\vin«4:  are  tlie  names  of  the  companions  and 
eliiidrcn  id'  the  elder  Spearow  family,  with  reference 
ji^iven  by  mar«i:inal  number: 

4  17  Francis  Asbury  Helper,  bom  May  20,  183G,  mar- 

ried August  i),  1857,  died  December  IG,  1002. 
18  Albert  D.  Helper,  born  Januaiy  (J,  1802,  married 
May    25,    1882. 

5  19  Louisa  (Curtis)  Spearow,  born  October  22,  1834, 

married   October  24,   1853,   died   March    1,   1S79. 

20  Anna  (^faybee)  Spearow,  born  March  4,  1840, 
married  June  3,  1880,  May  28,  1911. 

21  John  Spearow,  junior,  born  September  28,  1854, 
married  January  1,  1878. 

22  Jimmie  Spearow,  bom  March  31,  1859,  married 
December  22,  1878. 

23  Schuyler  Spearow,  oom  September  28,  1870, 
married    Sei)teniber   IG,   189G. 

G  24  Frances  (Deal)  Spearow,  born  July  28,  1838, 
married  December  24,  1857. 

25  Dayton  Spearow,  bom  February  27,  1859,  died 
October  17,  18G2. 

2G  Addie  Spearow,  boiu  June  30,  18G0,  died  Octo- 
ber 21,  18()2. 

27  Charles  F.  Spearow,  born  May  31,  18G1,  married 
December  21,  1883. 

28  Freil  Spearow,  bom  October  4,  18G4,  married 
March   24,   1897. 
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21)  .Iosc'i)li  Spearow,  ))wni  Maitli  31,  18Ci8,  married 
Doccmber  25,  18i)G. 

30  Ai,MU's  (Spearowj  Ivain,  born  December  2G,  1871, 
married    Kebruarv    12,    18!)1. 

31  Xed  Spearow,  born  April  3,  1874,  married  March 
2,   1898. 

32  Ma.uxie  (SpearoW)  Wa<le,  born  Feln'uary  17, 
1877,   married    Aii<j;ii.st   5,   18!)(). 

7  33  .loliii    M.   Helper,   l)orn   October  8,  1830,  married 

1857. 

34  Amos  Neiler,  born  November  3,  1831,  married 
October  7,  1858,  died  November  10,1888. 

35  Kittie  lleli)er,  born  1858,  died  18G0. 

30  Frank  Neifer,  M.  D.,  born  October  24,  1859, 
married  July  3,  1881,  .March  19,  1884,  December 
10.  1889. 

37  Geor^a'  Neifer,  born  October  25,  18G1,  married 
OctolK'r  G,  1881. 

38  Annie  Neifer,  born  1809,  died  1870. 

3!)  Will  Neifer,  born  May  9,  1870,  married  .March 
1,   1898. 

8  40  Sarah   Jane    (Helper)    Spearow,  born  January  G, 

1905. 

41  SaK)me  (Ivruiii)  Spearow,  born  June  4,  1852, 
married  September  10,  1905,  died  Oct.  31,  1909. 

42  Ida  Hall  Spearow,  itorn  .July  20,  1850,  married 
April  2G,  1910.. 

1833,   married   June   24,    1858,   died    January   20, 

43  William    Spearow,   jujiior,    born   ,   died   Feb- 

i-uary   21,    1859. 

44  W'i-slecy  ('.  S])earow,  biuii  June  1 1,  18(iO,  married 
nvd  1878,  died  July  29,  1908. 
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45  Mary    (Spearow)    Teal,      honi    March    12,    18(j'J, 
4li  Aloretta     i  Spearow    McKen/ic,    burn    September 

married  September  18,  1887. 

2!),    18(;4,    married    Deeember   23,    1887. 

47  Frank  Sjjearow,  \H>rn  Jidy  2!),  18UI),  died  Oeeober 
IS,  1S81. 

48  Catlierine   (Sja-aruw)    Ueter,  born  June  24.   18(58, 
married    November    10,    18851,    died    May    4,    11)08. 

49  James    V.    Sjjearow,    born    April    11,    1872,    mar- 
ied   .June    13,190:1 

50  Amy     (Spearow)     Sauyer,       born     November    25, 
1873,  married  November  25,   18!)G. 

51  Alfred   Spearow,   born   Auj^ust   7,    1877,   married 
January    19,    1909. 

52  Albert    Spearow,    born    Au;4:ust    7,   u57(.    manied 
January  0,  1895. 

53  Willie  C.   Spearow,  born   Marc'i   11.   1879. 

9     54  Jennie    (llodfi:e)    Spearow,      born      November    3, 

1840,  married   October   15,   18tJ3. 
55  Morton   Spearow,     born   July   7,   18G4,     married 

February  11,  188U. 
50  Nelson    Spearow,    born    April    8,    18G5,    married 

May  13,  190G. 

57  Grant  Spearow,  born  March  27,1808. 

58  Will  Spearow,  born   May  2,  1871,  married  Aug:- 
ust  10,  1890. 

59  Mary   (Spearow)    UeLonp,  bom  October  3,  1874, 
married  January  1,  1891. 

00  Orphie    (Spearow)    liu^dies,   born    November   17, 
1875,  married  July  27,  1899. 
10     01    Barbarai    (Fshleman)    Spearow,    i)orn    September 
20,   1840,  marrietl   Septemberl7,  1803,  died   Au^^- 
ust    23,    1904. 
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02  Cliarles   E.  T>|)earow,   burn   Ajinl   3U,   18U4,  mar-  . 
rice)   Sc-pli'mlHT  7.   1902,  January  3,   1«J07.   O.tci    '^^"^'^a^- 

03  Mary  (Spearuw)  Needliani,  born  April  27,  1808, 
married  Auj^ust  15,  1888. 

04  William  Etf-^^pearow,  born  September  27,  1871. 
married  Septemin'r  25,  1801. 

05?'.)oseph  Spearow,  born  May  9,  1876,  married 
June  28,  1899. 

OO^l'iarnest  Spearow,  i)orn  September  29,  1878,  mar- 
ried  November  21,  1900. 

11  07  Marcelia    (Smith)    Spearow,   born   December  22, 

1839,   married    Auirust   25,    1807. 

CS  Sarah  Spearow,  born  March  20,  1808,  died  Sept- 
ember 17,  1809. 

09  Hattie  (Spearow)  Cole,  born  February  23,  1872 
married  Au«?ust  25,  1897. 

12  70  Lydia    (Gilbert)    Spearow,    born    September    27, 

1835,married  October  25,  1808,  died  Feb.  7,  1913. 
71  Addie  Spearow,  born  August  20,  1809,  died  June 
4,  1871. 
72  Hattie  li.  Spearow,  born   February   17,   1871,  died 
October  13,   1870. 

73  Flora  Spearow,  born  February  20,  1874,  died 
November  1,  1870. 

74  Kollin  E.  Si)carow,  bom  July  27,  1875,  married 
December  20,  1890. 

13  75  Henry  Hunt,  born  September  10,  1840,  married 

N(.vember  28,  1809. 
70  Ada    (Hunt)    Wri<,M»t,    born    Novembr    13,    1870, 

married  October  30,  1895. 
77  Klla    (Hunt)     WiculT,    i)orn    September    4,    1872, 

married  November  3,  1901. 
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78  Lluyd    limit,    lioni    June    7,    187(i,   iiiarrifcl    April 

}),   1SU7. 
15     7'J  James   Juray,      born    March    "JO,    1850,      married 

April    18,   1874. 
18     80  Mary    (Seliindler)    Helper,    Ijurn    Scptemher    17, 

1858.  married   May  25,  1882. 

81  John   Kranci.s  Helper,  i)orn   Ai)ril  30,  1883. 

82  Charle.s  Kaymond  Helper,  horn  Septeinher  10, 
1884. 

83  Ida    May   Helper,  horn   January   30,    188(;. 

21  84   Alice    (Deal)    Spearow,   horn   Xoveniijer  2<>.    1857, 

married   January   1,   1878. 
85  Inez     (Spearow)     Hammond,    horn     P\'bruary    2, 

1881,   married    Au-usl    25,    1904. 
8()  Daisy    (Spearow)    \'ail,    horn    Decemher   8,    1880, 

married    January    23,    1907. 

22  87  Matilda    (Sehreder)    Spearow,  horn   June  23  1800 

married  Decemher  22,  1878. 

88  Lena  (Sj)earow)  Wilson,  born  February  17, 1884, 
married  May  21,  1904. 

89  \'ivian  (Spearow)  Calkins,  horn  April  7,  1887, 
married    December   23,   1903. 

90  Marie  Spearow,  born  October  3,  1891. 

23  91   Anna    (Kalfus)    Spearow,   born    April    15,    1800, 

married    Sei)tember   10,   1890. 

27  92  Belle   (Hamilton)   Spearow,  born  October  6, 1802, 

married   December  21,   1883. 

OlGladys  (Spearow)  Seibel,  born  October  15,  1885, 
married  November  22,  1910. 

92  (luy  Spearow,  horn  A|)ril  13,  1892,  married  Feb- 
ruary 25,  I'll 2. 

28  93   Mar«:aret    (Prentiss)    Spearow,   born   October  31, 

1871,  married   .March  24,  1897. 
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i'4  Anna    Spearow,      born    January    12,    1808,      died 
March   3,   ISOU. 
*J9     05  Gertrude    (liulwiek)    Spearow,   born    Auirust   21, 
3872,  married  December  24,  180(3. 
00  Klsie  Si)earow,  born  April  10,  1002. 

30  07  Johii   Kain,   born   March   23,   18(i8,  married   Feb- 

ruary   12,   1801. 

08  C'leo    Kain,   born   January    1,    1S02. 

00  Fred    Kain,   born   July   25,    1805. 

100  Clinton   Kain,  born   February   15,  1808. 

101  Louis    Kain,    born    December    18,    1007. 

102  Hazel   Kain,  born  April  20,  1000. 

31  103  Helen    (Prentiss)    .Spearjw,   born    September   15, 

1870,  married  March  2,  1808. 
104   Frances  Si)earo\v,  born  June  10,  1800. 

32  l!)5   Walter  Wade,  born   December  22,  1873,  married 

Au«rust  5,  180G. 
lO'vj  lioscoe  Wade,  born  Decend)er  0,  1808. 

107  Beulah  Wade,  born  May  11,  1807. 

108  Mairirie    Norris    Wade,    born    December    G,    1005, 
died   January   G,   lOOG. 

]<)U   Laurence  Wade,  born  April  13,  l!n2. 
30   J 10   N'lola    (Fiandt)    Neifer,      born    :March    0,      18G2, 
married  July  3,   1881,  died   Sei)tember  IG,  1881. 

111  May    (ChajMuan)    Neifer,    born    Octobr   5,    18G1, 
nuirried  .Afarch  10,  1884. 

112  Mari,'aret     (Miller)     Xeifer,    born    December    10, 
1852,  married  June  10,  1889. 

113  Winnie    (Neifer)    Pritchard,    birn    November    1, 
188G,  married  Autrust  31,  1001. 

114  Leroy  Neifer,  born  January   15,   1801,  died  Jan- 
uary IG.  1801. 


78  (6  p  n  r  a  I  u  g  t  r  a  I 

115  Sciulder   Dale    Ncilcr,    ljt»in    Dcffiiil)cr   24,    18U1. 
'M   IKi  Jessie    ( Loiiiieriieckei)    Neii'er,   horn   January   -1, 

ISli.'),   inariie.l    ( kluljer   u,    l^Si. 
3!l    liT   .Minnie    (Slitlney)     Neiler,    horn    .^fa>     'J'i,    1>74, 
niairie<l    Marcli    1,   lJS!»8, 
118  Hazel  V.  Xeiler,  horn  April  -1,  ISOi. 
11!)   Ainfier  Neilei-,  ))*»rn  Dei-eiulxT  J').   ISD.; 
12')    Menill    [•].   Xeiler,  liorn  Jaiiuary  24.   IS!)S. 
121    FK.rein-e   Xeiler,  Ijoia  June  2(;,  l!)Ul. 

44  122  Jennie    (Wilsun)    Spearo'.v 
12']  Lulu   S  pea  row 

124  Lovey  May  8  pea  row 

125  James  Spearow 

45  12(1  William  Teal,  born  Mareli  4,  1858,  niarrie.l  Sept- 

ember 18,  1887.  o^o.^^^^*^ 

127  Clraee   (Teal)    Conklin,.born   May  S,  1890,     mar- 
ried May  13,  liiO}). 
4lj  128  David    .MeKenzie,    born    January    15,    ISbO,   mar- 
ried  Deeember  23   ,1887. 

12!)  Florence  McKenzie,  born  September  28,  1888. 

130  Myrtle  .MeKenzie,  born  January   15,   18f)0. 

131  David    11.   MeKenzie,  junior,   born   February   24, 
1891,  died  Febniary  25,  1891. 

132  Blanche    (McKenzie)    Steuck,      born   August      5, 
18!)2,  married  December  2(i,  191(». 

133  Paul   McKenzie,   born   September  9,   1894. 

48  134  Cary    Deter,    born    April   20,   18o4,   n.arrieil    No- 

vember 10,  1889. 
135   Frank    Deter,  born    May  !),  18!)0. 
13(i  Carl   Deter,  born  October  15.  18!>2. 

49  137  Myrtle   (Williams)   Spearow.  born  May   U.  18'i(i, 

mariietl  ,)une   13,   1!)03. 
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50  13S  Frank   Sauyer,  born   Dceenilji-r   '2,    lbi>'2,  niariicd 
XoNC'iubcr  25,  ISliO. 

51  139  Louisa    (Binihaum)    Spuarow,   Ijoni    January   14, 
1870,  niarriL-a  January  liJ,  llJUi). 

52  140  Lizzie    (Hoops)    Sjiearow,   married   Jan.   G,   1S95. 
•'    (^ivphl  -  111  Laljjli  .Si)earo\v,  lj(jrn  Uctobet  3,  IS'JO. 


142  Carl   Si)earow 

143  Binlena   S})caro\v,  born  June  2u,  1002. 

55   144  ]\Iinlie    (W'liiie)    Spearow,    born    April    10,    1S()2, 

married  February  11,  ISSii. 
145  A'crfta    ( Spearow j    Slialler,    ix.rn    September    ]9, 

IbSU,  married  Xovemljer  28,  lOOiJ. 
14G  Clarence  Spearow,  ijorn  February  28,  1888,  died 

Sei)tember  10,  1909 

147  (lU^ta  Spearow,  born  June  17,  1892,  married  Oet- 
ober   5,    1913. 

148  Clill'ord  Spear.- w,  born  ^Liy  19,  1895. 

50  149  Alice    (lianna)    S])earow,    born      ^lay    13,    1803, 

married  .Afay  13,  1900. 
58  150  Clista   (Ileds^lin)   Si)earow,  born  Octobc  7,  1873, 

married   Am^ust   10,   1890,     died     Jul.\    29,  1013. 

151  Bessie  Spearow,  l)orn  October  7,  1897. 

152  Dessie   Si)earow,   born    September   IS,   li^.^-^.   dird 
April   10,  1908. 

153  Amy  Si)earow,  born  October  10,  189i). 

154  Kussell  Spearow,  burn  October  4,  1900. 

155  Earl  Si)earow,  born  August  20,  1902. 
150  Cecil   Spearow,  bom   April   22,   l!Mi4. 

157  Arthur  Spearow,  born  Auiiiist  20,  1905. 

158  Kay  Spearow,  born  ^fay  10,  1908,  died  June  25, 
1911. 

159  Franklin  Spearow,  born  June  2ij,  1910. 
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59  1(J0   William   DcLonj^,  Ijoin   March   20,   Ib.A,  nianii'«i 
January  1,  1891 

lUl  (lleim    DeLoii^',  born   O.tobi-r  30,   lSi)l. 

1(12  Jt-'ssie   DeLonjr,   born    February   2').   iHl>8. 

I(i3  Ina  DeU)n«,%  born  June  3i»,   11)()(». 

104    \'i(la    DeLonj*-,    ln)rn    Uertiuber   0,   liM)3. 

1(15  Dallas  IJeLon^,  born   February   11,  1907. 
iiO   h-u  Sumner    Huii:lies,    born    June    Hi,    1S7S,    married 
July  27,  ISfJI). 

I(i7  Flossie  Uuj^lies,  burn  July  24,  1!>0(). 

108  Robert   llu«rhes,  born  November  2,  l;Mr2 

109  liowaril  Ilu|^bes,  born  January  7,  l!M);i. 

02  170  Anna   (Raiulol)   Spearow,  born  Auirust    14,   1881, 

marrieil   Sei)tembe£   7,   1902,  died   April   4,   190(). 

171  Clara    (Kandol)    Spearuw,      born    May    18,    1887, 
married    January   3,   1907. 

172  Anna  I*.  Sjjearow,  born  April  19,  lOOS. 

173  IUil)iy'L'.  Spearow,  born  June  1(1,  1910.       ,    ,        C.-^   :i2iL) 

03  174  Abraham   Needham,   born   .March    12,    1800,   mar- 

ried  August   15,   1888. 
175  Kay   Needham,  born   July   10,   1889.  j 

170   Huby  Needham,  born  July  2,  1892. 

177  Kuth    Needham,   born   December  8,   1897. 

178  Huah   Needham,   born   December  1,   1900.  ; 

04  179   Mary    (Hess)    Spearow,      born    October   8,    1809,  '. 

married   Sej)tember  25,  1891. 

180  11.  Glen  Spearow,  born  July  22,  1890.  (. 

181  lierschel  F.  Spearuw,  born  October  2,  1898.  -  O.vrO  ^'^\'^^- 

182  Paul   D.  Spearow,  born  July  24,  1904.  . 

183  Halph  E.  Spearow,  born  July  25,  1900.  ' 

05  184  May    (llimes)    Spearow,  born  November  12,1878, 

married  June  28,  1899. 
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60  185  Blauclie    (Nortli)    Spearow,     born     Januarj'    11, 
1S81,  married  November  21,  1900. 
18(1  Kuth  N.  Spearow,  boru  May  0,  1902. 
187  Wilma  B.  Spearow,  born  October  15,  1905. 
09   188  Alva    B.   Cole,   born    August    28,   18G9,   married 
August  25,  1897. 

189  Esther  L.  Cole,  born  June  14,  1899. 

190  Marion  M.  Cole,  born  February  22,  1903. 

191  Lora  A.  Cole,  born  October  0,  1905. 

192  Alva  B.  Cole,  born  September  17,  1907. 

193  Emory    W.   Cole,   born    February    12,   1911. 

74  194  Florence  (Case)     Spearow,      born    July    6,    1888, 
married   December  20,  1890. 
195  Ketha  Spearow,  born  July  2,  1900. 
190  Steward  Spearow,  born  September  11,1901. 

197  Dorotlia    B.    Spearow,     born    December  4,   1904, 
died  Januar>'  23,  1907. 

198  Donald    L.    Spearow,    born    September   21,    1908, 
died  February  19,  1909. 

199  Wendell  A.  Spearow,  born  January  22,  1910. 

200  Harry  S.  Spearow,  born  February  17,  1912. 

70  201  David  Wright,  born  September  28,  1873,  married 
October  30,  1895. 

202  Kussell    L.    Wright,      born    June    3,    1897,      died 

September    19,    1898. 

203  Floyd  E.  Wright,  bom  September  11,  1900. 

204  Lawrence  J.  Wright,  born  January  2,  1900. 

77  205  Charley    Wicuff,   born    May    10,   1870,     married 
November  3,  1901. 
200  Don  li  Wicutr,  born  May  14,  1910. 
207  Lloyd  A.  Wicuff,  boru  September  21,  1913. 
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78  208  Charity     (Lotliry)     Hunt,      bi)ni     Urrc-iiibcr    13, 
1874,  marrieil  Ai)ril  !»,  181)7. 

81)  2(>f)  Iam-ov   \'ail,  l)orn   April  22,   1878,  married  Janu- 
ary  23,   11)07. 
210  Halpli  S.  Vail,  born  January   lo,   llUl. 

88  211  Earl   Wilson,  burn   May  21,  1882,  married   May 

21,  1904. 

212  IroiR'  Wilson,  born  March  1),  11)05. 

213  Dale   Wilson,  born   November   18,   1907. 

89  214  Lewis   B.    Calkins,   born    June    1,   1883,   married 

December  23,  1903. 
215  Juanita   Calkins,  born   July   20,   1905. 
113  210  Earl   Pritchard,  born   October  19,   18--,  married 

Aujrust  31,  1901. 
127  217  Elmer  Conklin,  born  February  22,  1888,  married 

May  13,  1909. 

218  George   T.    Conklin,    born    January    13,    1911. 

219  Mary  Conklin,  born  December  25,  1912. 

131  220  Khenold    Steuck,      married    December   20,    1910. 

221  Paul   D.   Steuch,  born   November  30,  1911. 
135  222  Mabel    (Young)    Deter, 

145  223  Charles  E.  Shaffer,  bom  August  10,  1880,  mar- 
ried November  28,  1900. 
224  Leah  M.  Shaffer,  born  August  5,  1913. 
147  225  Earl   M.   Long,  married   October  5,   1913. 
02  226  TiH^iiwi  June  Spearow,  born  June  30,  1913. 


